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Critical Analysis 
'Based on a true story' is a common phrase audiences see when consuming 
entertainment of any genre. However, there is always a question of how much truth is left 
of someone's story if no written record exists and only oral retellings have been left for 
future generations. This is the struggle I faced when constructing the story of my great­
great-great grandmother's life story based on only twice-told tales and written records 
that give the barest outline of a woman who lived, lost, and loved in the late nineteenth 
century. I have sought to tell the story of my ancestor, Mary Shipman nee McGovern, by 
writing two short stories, a play and a screenplay. Through these genres I wanted to 
create narratives based on the few facts I have learned via family stories and the few 
historical records I have found about Mary's life and that of her husband, Daniel 
Shipman. 
Where Do You Get Your Inspiration? 
The writing craft generally has a long and complicated narrative in and of itself 
long before a pen hits paper. Janet Burroway, author of the seminal creative writing text, 
Writing Fiction, points out that "some writers are lucky enough never to be faced with the 
problem of choosing a subject. The world presents itself to them in terms of conflict, 
crisis, and resolution" (10). As Burroway goes on to explain, this is not the case for most 
writers and it certainly was not the case for me. My project started in 2001 when my 
grandma surprised me with the knowledge that her great grandmother was from Ireland. I 
was excited by this revelation because I was - and still am - infatuated with Celtic 
culture and lore. She then told me the story of how Mary left Ireland after being seduced 
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by the local priest, falling pregnant with his child, and getting kicked out of her family's 
home because of her circumstances. As an impressionable teenager at the time, my 
imagination was captivated by such a dramatic tale. I knew that one day I wanted to tell 
Mary's story; however, I knew I was not prepared to do so at the time. 
It wasn't until I read Linda Hutcheon's work on the theory of adaptation that I 
started to think about how different aspects of Mary's story could be adapted for different 
audiences. While Hutcheon's book, A Theory of Adaptation, mainly centers on 
adaptations that are written by authors who did not produce the original content and cross 
genres, many of the technical aspects of her theory still work for the adaptations I have 
done. Like any other adapter, I aim to engage audiences across the telling (e.g. novels 
and short stories) and showing (e.g. plays, films, television) genres and do so by 
narrowing my focus to my main character, Mary (Hutcheon xvi). In each genre I seek to 
create an authentic and credible character who always behaves in a way that is 
appropriate to her and her circumstances (Burroway 84). Much of Hutcheon's theory 
emphasizes the importance of fidelity when dealing with an adaptation's source material. 
Though this is certainly an important part of adaptation theory, my project does not 
always need to be concerned with this precept because it is most often "in the context of 
fan-culture loyalty rather than as a quality of adaptive strategies" (Hutcheon xxvi). As 
my works are all separate segments of a whole that will be released at one time, the idea 
of fidelity is more about the ideas and meanings I want to maintain across the genres, 
rather than a rigid adherence to plot points that most adaptations must follow to please 
fans of the original work/genre. Therefore, for the screenplay, I reuse dialogue and 
action scenes from my short stories and play to retain the tension and plot structure from 
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these origins within those similar sections of the screenplay's timeline. During this 
process, I understood clearly Hutcheon's point that, "transportation to another 
medium . . .  always means change or . . .  'reformatting.' And there will always be both gains 
and losses" (16). My stories did indeed gain much when I adapted the screenplay from 
my earlier works, such as additional scenes about Mary's life as well as film techniques 
that narrow the focus of certain scenes to heighten emotions and tension. However, I did 
lose a lot of Mary's interior thoughts and emotions present in the narrative fiction when I 
moved from the telling genre of the short story to the showing genre of the screenplay. 
Mary's History - Fact vs. Fiction: 
Giving Mary a voice proved more difficult than I originally anticipated. As I 
researched deeper into the genealogical records available at the Moultrie County 
Historical and Genealogical Society, I discovered that Mary's story was far less clear 
than I was originally told. There are three versions of Mary's history that vary depending 
upon the medium through which they were told. My grandma's version has been stated 
above. The more official versions can be found in Mary's obituary, which is short on 
facts or exposition, and also in the version published in a local newspaper that 
interviewed Lula Shipman, Mary's oldest granddaughter. In Lula's version, Mary, at an 
indeterminate age, traveled from Ireland on a ship bound for New York with her parents. 
When her father died of cholera during the voyage, her mother found it too difficult to 
support herself and Mary without a husband, and therefore put Mary up for adoption. 
Mary's adopted family later moved to Kansas, but Lula's story gives no details as to how 
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Mary ended up in Dunn, Illinois to meet her future husband, and my great-great-great­
grandfather, Daniel Shipman. 
With these three versions, I was left with a choice in how to portray Mary and her 
life. When making my decision, I took the advice of prominent historical fiction writer, 
Philippa Gregory who said, "to be a [story] you have to take some aspect of [the main 
character's] life that encapsulates how you see them, what you think is beautiful or 
interesting or moving about their life, and then work with that" (Gregory). To my mind, 
the most interesting version of Mary's life - and the one most likely to be true - was the 
story my grandma told me about the priest. And so, I decided to start there by writing my 
short story about Mary and her family discovering her pregnancy followed by her swift 
exile from her homeland. Like Gregory, and other authors of historical fiction such as 
Margaret Atwood and Kate Mosse, I did research to see how Mary would have lived and 
possibly made her way to the United States while pregnant and mostly alone. 
Mary McGovern was born in 1849 at the end of the Great Famine. During this 
time period, 
the female emigration from [county Mayo and other] western 
districts originated in environments so scarred by the Famine and 
now so committed to the single-inheritance system that excess 
children, particularly daughters for whom no resources could be 
expended and for whom no alternatives existed, left in droves, 
depopulating - and defeminizing- rural Ireland. (Diner 34) 
As a young woman who would have grown up with the shadow of that tragedy, Mary, 
like many women of Ireland, would have "had no reason to remain in the agricultural 
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towns of Catholic Ireland" (Diner 4). Unlike many of her counterparts, however, Mary's 
immigration to the United States would not have been about the lack of opportunities for 
marriage or employment, but rather because of her pregnancy. While there were 
instances of chain migration from Ireland to the United States for young women through 
the help of friends and family already in the US (Moloney 56), I chose to create a 
different path for Mary in the US. 
By doing research into the past, I was able to get a better sense of how a young 
Irish woman in the nineteenth century would live under 'normal' circumstances and how 
Mary's life would have strayed from that norm. Such knowledge helped give me a better 
sense of who Mary was and how I could develop her into a young woman who could go 
to a new country alone and pregnant and not only survive, but find a way to thrive. 
Adaptations in Three Genres: 
Short Stories: 
When I began this project, I wanted to start with short stories both because I was 
most familiar with the genre and because I felt it would be the best way to delve into 
Mary's background and point of view. By presenting a snapshot of Mary's history as a 
short story, I am able to focus on Mary's internal reactions and feelings as events unfold. 
To achieve this aim, I decided to write from a third person limited omniscient view. This 
viewpoint allows me to "see events objectively and also [have] access to the mind of one 
character, but not to the minds of the others [other characters]" (emphasis original, 
Burroway 155). While the audience is not privy to Mary's innermost thoughts as they 
would be with a first-person narrative, I am able to narrow the action on Mary's actions 
Pierce 8 
and reactions. I decided not to work in the first person and go even deeper because I was 
already manufacturing events to fit my interpretations of Mary's life and did not want to 
risk straying further from the truth by imposing internal thoughts on Mary. Writing from 
a third person limited view also gives me the opportunity to provide a sense of the 
landscape and scenery that felt natural and unobtrusive. From an audience perspective, 
this genre is also incredibly easy to access, especially in the current age of digital content. 
Readers interested in historical fiction can find the story quickly, access it with ease, and 
consume it just as quickly. 
While I was able to achieve a lot with the narrative fiction genre, there are some 
limitations. The first is that much of the descriptions and allusions I make in the text 
depend on some shared knowledge with the audience. Much of my first draft of the story 
uses language and cultural knowledge of Ireland that some readers may lack. One such 
instance is my reference to the Magdalene Laundries, a system of asylums operated by 
the Catholic Church to contain 'fallen' women up to 1996 (Scott 7). While this is not 
vital to the storyline, it makes Mary's sense of betrayal by her parents and sense of 
urgency for her escape that much more visceral. Without that context, the story still 
works, but the impact of that scene is lessened. This lack of shared knowledge can also 
impact the way the reader visualizes the scenes in both stories. If they are not familiar 
with what Ireland or Illinois look like, they may misinterpret the images I am trying to 
convey through words. 
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10-Minute Play: 
Writing a play is a new experience for me and I decided to portray Mary's first 
interaction with Daniel in this genre. I chose to use this genre because I have always 
been interested in live theater, and so, from an audience-centered perspective, I felt that 
the first meeting between Mary and Daniel could appeal to an audience that wanted to 
feel as if they were part of that moment. In many ways, plays feel more alive than words 
on a page or even actors on a screen. As Brighde Mullins writes: "prose [occurs] in a 
private space between the reader and the writer. The play, however, . . .  exists as a written 
text as a stop along the way. The play fully exists only in production" (263). Every 
performance or reading of a play is slightly different than any other before or after. Even 
though the stage directions and dialogue remain the same for every production, each 
actor, director, and even audience member will lend something new to every 
performance. And in every iteration the audience will feel differently than the previous 
audience about the action and the story. 
My concern for the audience blends into my second goal of making a larger point 
about Mary's interactions with the priest from her village by using techniques I learned 
from reading Father Comes Home From the Wars by Suzan-Lori Parks. In her play, 
specifically "Part Three: A Union of My Confederate Parts," Parks creates a Chorus of 
Runaway Slaves as a character portrayed by three actors. When reading this section of 
Parks's play, I was struck by how her Greek-inspired chorus created both exposition and 
an eerie counterpoint to the struggle of Ulysses, the main character, to reconcile his past 
with the present he created for himself. I wanted to use my own version of this chorus 
for my play that would also create exposition, but instead of acting as a counterpoint to 
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Mary's struggles, act as backup singers to her pain. I do this in one way by positioning 
the Nurses' dialogue chronologically based on their ages. I have taken Parks's conceit a 
step further into Grecian territory and make my chorus of nurses into iterations of the 
three Fates by casting an old, a middle-aged, and a young nurse and having them speak in 
that order. There are only two instances where this sequence is broken. The first occurs 
when Daniel is attempting to walk. For the first ten pages the Nurses speak one after the 
other without interruption, but when Daniel engages them in conversation while Mary is 
out of the room, he interjects his own dialogue between each line spoken by the trio. The 
break in the sequence not only serves to show how a man feels he may interject his 
thoughts at any time, but also that often such interruptions that step over the comfort and 
patterns of women is both seen as allowable and unobjectionable. The other interruption 
of the sequence comes from the young nurse just before the round of "Me too's". This 
break in the flow of dialogue causes all action on stage to stop, showing that while 
Daniel's interruptions were allowed and glossed over, the young nurse has committed an 
internal taboo. Although she is not punished for breaking this taboo, it does halt the 
action and create a moment for introspection from Mary and the rest of the Nurses. 
As a genre, a play also has some limitations, such as availability and reach. While 
a play's text can be as easily downloaded as a short story, it is far more difficult to find a 
readily available performance at any given time. With so many plays available in the 
world, the odds of finding a company producing a play when one audience member (or 
several) have an urge to watch it is almost astronomical. To ensure ready availability 
Mary and Daniel's story would have to reach Hamilton levels of popularity, and even 
then audiences often have to travel for such performances. Reaching an audience is also 
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an issue with plays. While many people will always seek out plays, it is a genre that is 
often seen as lofty or reserved for those of a higher income. This may not be true, but the 
perception may still narrow an already scattered audience. These are not insurmountable 
limits, but there is a possible solution to be found by blending my short story and play 
into a screenplay. 
Screenplay: 
Much like writing a play, adapting my work into a screenplay was a new 
experience for me. Also much like the play, however, my inspiration came from a 
longtime love of films. Indeed, two films inspired part of my interpretations of Mary's 
story: The Magdalene Sisters (2002) and Philomena (2013). Both films feature young 
women forced to work in untenable situations because they were seen as 'fallen,' though 
only Philomena was based on a real woman who sought to find the baby she bore out of 
wedlock in 1952 ("Philomena"). With these films and the other research I did into the 
life of female Irish immigrants, I sought to give my screenplay an authentic voice that 
would fight against the tendency of "contemporary historians [to] continue to undermine 
the value of both women's history and [histories written by women]" (Cooper and Short 
2-3). 
Writing this screenplay not only gave me a chance to join a conversation found in 
films like those above, but also allowed me to fill in timeline gaps from the short story 
and play because I chose to focus on a full-length screenplay. With these additional 
scenes, I was able to control the rate of reveal in my scenes and overall storyline. 
Through the use of cut scenes, voice overs, and time jumps, I was able to speed the action 
up and move through eight years of Mary's life fairly easily. Film audiences are often 
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better able to suspend their disbelief in these kinds of time jumps because they are both 
part of film culture and also because changes in time are easier to portray without written 
or explicitly stated prompts. Many times a jump between days, weeks, or years can be 
conveyed through costuming and scene changes that would be cost-prohibitive in a play. 
The other aspect of film that could be cost-prohibitive and impractical for a play, and 
impossible for a short story, is the ability to show the audience the landscapes about 
which I have written and in which Mary lived. With a film, the audience is able to 
experience the beauty of Ireland and Illinois in ways they cannot with the other two 
genres. 
A full-length screenplay also has the benefit of being more accessible to a wider 
range of people than a full-length play, or in some ways even a short story. This is 
because when a screenplay becomes a film it can become available in theaters, on DVD 
or BluRay, or online. It can also reach audiences outside the US more easily and even be 
more easily consumed by foreign audiences because even limited-release films are likely 
to have at least one foreign language translation either through dubbing (foreign-language 
voice overs) or subbing (foreign-language subtitles). 
However, some of the benefits of this genre can also be part of its limitation. 
Unlike a short story or a play, films are far more expensive to produce. A short story is 
generally easy to publish (especially if self-published) and almost always is reasonably 
priced. A play may be more expensive because it requires actors and scenery, but it is 
still far cheaper than even some of the lowest-budget films. This is especially true for a 
screenplay like mine because, if done authentically, it would require at least one location 
shoot in Ireland. A screenplay is also limited in its performance. As I mentioned above, 
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a play is new each time it is performed. A movie, however, is static. Whether the 
performances, camera angles, directing, or any other aspect is good or bad, once it is 
filmed and released to the public, it will always remain that good or bad. 
Fin: 
I have worked to give Mary's story the best interpretation I can. There is always 
a question in our lives about who is in charge of our stories after we are gone and can no 
longer defend our choices. In Mary McGovern's case, I have made myself responsible 
for her tale and I have tried to remain close to the facts I was given about her life while 
staying true to the experiences of other women of her generation and background. While 
I cannot say how close I got to the truth of the life Mary actually lived, I hope that my 
interpretations were able at least to create a better sense of what her life could have been 
like. 
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Part I - Short Stories 
"The Lies of Love" 
Her da always said, "Every day holds promise if you work hard and keep God on 
your shoulder." But that hadn't been true for Mary for many years now. There seemed 
to be few days with promise, and she wasn't even sure she believed in God anymore. 
"Watch yourself now, Mary. You've gone and burnt the bread. Now we're like 
to break our teeth." 
"Sorry, Ma." 
"Don't be sorry, just get the bread out. Lord have mercy, you almost slept the day 
away this morning and now you're like to fall asleep at the stove." 
Mary barely registered the heat coming through the thick towel. The bread wasn't 
much over-done, only a bit black on the side where the oven burned hottest. That would 
be her side now, which was a fitting punishment for her wool-gathering. 
"Honestly, child, I don't know where your head's at these days," Ma called out as 
she left the kitchen to collect clothing from her bedroom. 
Michael was coming down the stairs with his hands full of the McGovern 
children's dirty clothes. He threw the pile into the basket their ma left beside the door 
and eyed the half black lump of bread cooling on the sill. Mary could almost see the 
gears turning in his wee head. 
"Quit your daydreaming, girl and stir the stew. I won't have you turning our 
entire Easter supper into ashes." Ma gave her a thin smile, tying to take the sting out of 
her words. But they both knew how much Da and Ma had scrimped and saved to give 
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the family this paltry feast. Mary felt her stomach knot and bile rise at the thought that 
she would have to beg forgiveness for ruining the holy meal at her next confession. 
"Yes, Ma." 
Ma's smile turned to a grimace at Mary's dull tone. Her attention shifted from 
her oldest child to her youngest with the swat of her hand as Michael reached to pull a 
piece from the lighter side of the bread. Michael cradled his reddened hand with a 
wounded expression on his face, as if Ma's attack had been an unexpected thing. 
"Michael Patrick McGovern, if you even think of touching that bread before 
supper I'll have your father whip you so's you can't sit to eat." 
They all knew Da would never whip anyone, but everyone always went along 
with such threats to keep Ma happy. 
"But, Ma . . .  " Michael whined. The sound set Mary's teeth on edge. Even though 
Michael was the youngest of five, Mary still couldn't get used to the ways of children. 
At times she wondered if she was ever a child herself she disliked them so much. 
"Don't you 'but, Ma' me, young man. Here, take this hamper and help me clean 
the laundry. Seems to me the devil has gotten in those idle hands, and I mean to have 
you work him out." 
Michael looked set to whine again, but a sharp look from Ma had him grabbing 
the basket and running outside. 
"Mind that stew, my darling girl. Otherwise it'll be cold porridge to honor the 
risen Lord, and I feel as though Jesus would object to that as much as I would." Ma gave 
Mary one more half-hearted smile before she followed Michael out the door to leave 
Mary to her thoughts again. 
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The first tum of the spoon made the smell of simmering beef and vegetables hit 
Mary's nose in a pungent wave that almost knocked her from her feet. The onions were 
perhaps the worst of it, but the meat itself was doing odd things to her nose, which 
seemed to be getting more sensitive as time went on. Ignoring the creeping nausea that 
hit her, she decided to focus on the stirring instead. 
The wooden spoon scraped against the sides of the iron cauldron, making it the 
only thing that broke the silence in the cottage. As she watched her spoon slide through 
the stew, Mary thought of the play about the Scottish bloke she saw when she was 
thirteen and her Ma took her to visit Ma's older sister, Kathleen, in Dublin. It was odd. 
She couldn't remember what happened to the man, except that it was bad. After less than 
five years she only remembered the witches stirring their cauldron and speculating on the 
fates of men. 
Mary heard Ma and Michael talking outside while Ma washed and Michael wrung 
out the clothes. The latest set of clothing was all lined up on a frayed bit of rope, 
flapping and snapping in the gentle April breeze as it waited to be folded by Ma's 
chapped yet gentle hands. 
Though some other boys might object to helping their ma with the laundry, 
Michael always seemed to enjoy wringing every piece of clothing until it was almost 
bone-dry. Da said it was a good way to build the boy's strength until he came to join Da, 
Raymond, Donovan, and Shane in the fields. Mary just thought Michael enjoyed 
spending time with Ma and was dreading the fieldwork to come. She wasn't about to say 
that to anyone else in the family, however. Even Michael would protest such an idea that 
he might be less than willing or able to take on a man's duties. 
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Mary alternated between stirring the stew and sitting down to do some mending 
from her basket until Ma and Michael came back in. She sometimes felt as if her Da and 
brothers never seemed able to keep a piece of clothing whole for more than a day. Her 
mending pile never seemed to end and Ma wasn't likely to help her with the chore when 
Ma had so many for herself. Mary was biting the thread after sewing a hole in the arm of 
Da's favorite shirt when Michael came tearing through the house with a basket full of 
freshly folded clothes in his arms. 
She watched as he struggled with the heavy thing up the ladder, knowing he 
would ignore her if she asked if he wanted help. Instead she folded the finished shirt and 
stood again to stir. She massaged her aching lower back as she moved, feeling more like 
70 than 17. It was a relief to be barefoot with the way her feet and ankles had taken to 
swelling lately. 
"Mary, leave that for a moment and come here. " Ma put her own basket of 
freshly dried and folded clothes on the table and beckoned Mary towards Ma and Da's 
bedroom. 
"But, Ma, you told me not to let it bum." 
"Michael, " Ma sang out, waiting until Michael's head popped over the edge of the 
loft before continuing, "come down here and stir the stew. I need your sister for a 
moment. " 
"But, Ma . . .  " 
"By God, if I hear you say that one more time I'll use that spoon for more than 
stirring stew. By all the saints, you test your poor mother night and day." 
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Michael, used to such threats from their mother, clomped down the stairs. "Yes, 
Ma," he sighed, taking the spoon from Mary. He gave his sister a good glare. Mary 
shrugged because she knew his anger was only aimed at her because glaring at Ma would 
force their kind mother to make good on her threats. 
"Come along, Mary," Ma said as she steered Mary towards the bedroom. 
Ma sounded excited, but Mary couldn't think why. Then she saw the dress upon 
the bed and began to smile. It was grand. It was of a purple so dark it was almost black 
with lavender trimmings and ivory tatting around the neckline and at the wrists. The skirt 
was full, while the waist was tucked in tight, so it should give Mary the hope of a figure 
her rail-thin body didn't usually enjoy. Running her fingers along the soft muslin, Mary 
gave a gasping laugh when she saw the matching hair bow. 
"Ma, it's gorgeous," Mary sighed. She wanted to ask if it was for her, but she 
hardly dared. Instead she asked, "When did you have time to make this?" 
"Never you mind the time," Ma laughed. "Come now, try it on! I certainly didn't 
make it for sitting on my bed. " 
The women laughed as Mary quickly stripped out of her woolens down to her 
shift and reached for her Easter dress. Taking off her old clothes had taken but a second. 
Her hands slowed with reverence mixed with excitement when the dress was in her 
hands. 
"How did you get the muslin? I thought the Americans were still at war amongst 
themselves. " 
"The war ended a few months back. Kathleen helped me get some as soon as the 
first ship landed in Cork. " 
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Ma helped her drop the dress over her head. Mary stood still as Ma began the 
slow work of buttoning her in. 
Ma started at the bottom, which began in the generous billows of the skirt. Mary 
had to stand firm against Ma's pulling and tugging when she got to the waist. Ma got the 
job done, but Mary felt like a sausage in its casing by the time Ma finished. 
"I don't understand." Ma's face was a map of furrows and hills as she looked 
Mary up and down. Mary stood stock still while Ma walked around her trying to find the 
flaw in her sewing that had made the dress too tight. 
"I think I've set the waist too low," Ma muttered to herself. "It's cutting across 
your stomach. Then again, you've always been so skinny, I'd never think that would do 
a bit of harm. " 
"It's a little tight in the bosom too," Mary whispered. She was hesitant to 
complain over a gift, but she was as perplexed as her mother. 
Ma's head shot up. Her green eyes, so much like Mary's own, were wide with 
some mix of emotion Mary couldn't name. 
"Take off the dress," Ma ordered. Her voice was thin and hollow. 
Mary stilled at the coldness in her Ma's voice. When she didn't move, Ma turned 
Mary roughly to pull at the buttons. Her fingers, so sure and happy as they slipped the 
buttons into their holes, now trembled. It took twice as long to get Mary out of the dress 
as it did to put her in, but finally she was in her shift again, shivering. She hadn't felt the 
damp April chill before, but now that and the terrible look in her mother's eyes made her 
hug herself tightly around her middle. 
"Take off your shift." 
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"Ma, I can't-" 
"Mary Elizabeth McGovern, you will do as I say or you will leave this house with 
nothing but that shift upon your back." 
When Ma had called Michael by all three names, her voice had been layered with 
annoyance that concealed laughter and love. Now her words were ice dripping onto 
Mary's skin, leaving her fingers numb as she pulled the shift from her body. Soon she 
was as naked as a child before her mother. 
She couldn't think of the last time she had felt so exposed. Then she 
remembered a number of times where she felt such terrible vulnerability in a place where 
she should have been safe and began to sob. 
Her mother didn't rush to comfort her, but instead ran a frank gaze down her 
body. Mary was watching as her mother's eyes stopped at her breasts and stomach. She 
was watching when her mother clapped a hand over her own mouth and shook her head 
in horrified disbelief. She was watching as her mother crossed herself and clutched the 
small wooden cross hanging from the simple chain around her neck. 
"What have you done to yourself, girl? You've gone and given yourself away 
and I don't know what's to become of you or us now." 
"Ma, what do you mean?" Mary's teeth chattered and she tasted salt upon her 
lips. 
"Get dressed. Your da will be home soon. Though only God knows what will 
happen then." Crossing herself again, Mary's mother left the room. 
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Mary's hands shook as she dressed again in her woolens. She tried not to even 
look at the dress that had brought her a happiness she hadn't felt in a long time. Now it 
pooled on the floor looking blacker than the pit to hell. 
Mary jumped when she heard her da and brothers burst in for their evening meal. 
It was meant to be a festive occasion filled with stew and then walking as a family to 
evening mass to celebrate the eve of the resurrection. Mary never enjoyed mass 
anymore, but now she was dreading stepping out of her parents' room. 
"Boys, go down to the village and see if anyone has some spare bread you can 
trade for a bit of muslin. Your sister's gone and burnt this loaf beyond eating." 
"It doesn't look so bad as all that," Da laughed. 
"They'll do as they're asked or I'll see to it that no one eats a thing before Easter 
morning." 
"You're in a fair mood," Da grumbled. "Go on, boys, do as your ma asks. I'll 
not be starving in my bed tonight." 
Mary listened as the boys left in a jumble of stomping feet and laughter. Her 
heart thudded in her chest when silence reigned for a brief moment, like the calm before 
the storm. 
"So what has you riled?" Da asked. 
"That sinful child has ruined us all," Ma gasped. 
Mary peeked around the door to see her mother sitting in a chair with her elbows 
upon her knees and her head in her hands. Da put a comforting hand on her back and 
spied Mary at the door. 
"Which child? We've got five you know." 
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Her mother's head snapped up to glare at Da, tears running down her cheeks. 
"This is no laughing matter. She's gone and gotten herself pregnant and only she 
and God knows who the father is." 
Mary felt as though hot pitchforks were stabbing her around her middle and 
behind her eyes. She stood stunned, never seeing her father stalk across the room to pull 
her roughly from his bedroom into the living area. 
"Is this true?" her father demanded. 
Mary was slow to answer. It all made sense now. The sickness from three 
months ago that left as quickly as it came, her growing middle when the whole family 
lived on scraps, and the way every smell hit her as never before. She knew all of the 
symptoms from her mother's pregnancies with Shane and Michael. It never occurred to 
her such a thing could happen to her. She wasn't even married. 
The thoughts were sent rattling through her racing mind when her father's hand 
cracked against her cheek. Falling on the rough floor left her hands bleeding. Between 
those and her head, she wasn't sure which hurt worst. All the pain and her mother's 
accusations set her to sobbing again. 
"I don't-I don't know-" 
"Do you even know who the father is? Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, what have I done 
to deserve this?" Her mother cried out before descending into sobs herself. 
Mary wanted to protest, but she didn't even know how an unmarried girl could 
get pregnant. In fact, she didn't even know how any woman got pregnant. A sick knot 
began to form in her stomach as a suspicion grew and the memory of rough hands she 
never wanted or asked for ran through her mind for the second time since her mother 
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turned cold and distant. Those memories were barely forming when her father pulled her 
from the floor. 
"We're taking you to the nuns," he growled as he shoved her towards the door. 
"But-" 
"I won't have a whore living under my roof. You've broken my heart, girl. And 
your mother's. You've gone and given away your worth and I've no use for a child of 
easy virtue." 
Mary didn't raise another word of protest, but allowed her father to drag her along 
as they left her sobbing mother alone in the darkening cottage. Mary's last thought as she 
went through the door was the regret that she hadn't even thought to put on her shoes. 
The bed was narrow and hard. It and a small nightstand holding a bowl for 
washing water were the only pieces of furniture in the small, quiet room. Everything was 
silent as the grave and no matter how she moved the bed refused to be anything but 
narrow and hard. 
That was not what was keeping Mary from sleep. In fact, if Michael were snoring 
in her ear right now, the cold, small church cell she was locked in would feel very much 
like home. 
But this wasn't home. She would never see that small white cottage again. Her 
father had made that clear as crystal. A gasping sob escaped her and she curled into 
herself, hiding her face in the crook of her elbow so the nuns wouldn't hear her cry. 
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Her head ached from all of the crying and she knew her nose was bright as a 
tomato. She needed a cup of water, but she didn't feel as if she deserved such a luxury 
even if she could get it. 
This was her fault. 
That's what he always told her when he caught her in a room alone. She had 
never believed him before. How could such a thing be her fault when she didn't even 
know how to put a stop to it? Let alone knowing how she apparently enticed him with 
her slight self in the first place. But now, as she moved her hand to her belly, it seemed 
God was punishing her and not him. The unfairness of it all rankled her. While her sin 
would be written plain, his would be hidden behind robes as black as his soul. 
Her father had asked for the name of the man who had lain with her, but she 
couldn't tell him or anyone else. She wanted to. God only knew how much she wanted 
to scream his name from here to the Americas. But it would do her no good. Not a soul 
in her house or the village would believe her. 
A knock at her door dragged her away from her desperate thoughts and back to 
the reality of her situation. Mary heard her name being called in a harsh whisper and 
forced herself to sit up. Her name came again and Mary heard a desperation in the word 
that pulled her from her bed to the small Judas hole covered in small bars in her door. 
In the dim moonlight she could barely make out the face pressed against those 
bars. Slowly, Mary's eyes adjusted and she saw that it was her childhood friend, Saoirse. 
Of course, now she was known as Novitiate Teresa. 
"What is it?" Mary asked suspiciously. Though they had spent every waking 
moment together until last year, Teresa belonged to the church now. 
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Mary tried to see if anyone else was in the hall, but Novitiate Teresa's worried 
face blocked her view. 
"Ah, Mary, tell me it's not true." 
Mary straightened her shoulders, angered by the pity in the nun's voice. 
"You were always such a sensible girl. How did you allow such a thing? Is the 
man not willing to do right by you?" 
"He's done me too many wrongs to start doing right by me now," Mary snapped. 
Novitiate Teresa pulled back in surprise before a speculative look overtook her 
features. 
"Who was it, Mary?" 
They stood in silence for a strained few minutes before Novitiate Teresa tried 
agam. 
"I promise you, Mary, I won't breathe a word of it." 
Mary couldn't decide. She couldn't reconcile the two parts of the woman before 
her. Novitiate Teresa might get angry at the truth, but Saoirse was always there for her in 
their youth. 
Mary thought of the time when they were twelve and she broke old Father 
MacLaughlin's prized vase. It was the year before he died, and Saoirse still hadn't 
breathed a word of the incident. It was this and so many other memories that made Mary 
decide to be bold and trust her heart. 
Novitiate Teresa closed her eyes when she heard the man's name, but Mary was 
shocked by how easily her words were accepted. A spark of anger burned in Novitiate 
Teresa's eyes and her voice shook when she spoke again. 
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"By God I wish I could say you were the first. God save his hypocritical soul." 
Novitiate Teresa crossed herself before a sad look crossed her face. "Your parents have 
asked that you be sent to the nearest Magdalene asylum." 
Mary felt a knife of betrayal and anger cut deeply into her heart. That her parents 
were angered and shamed by her condition was clear. But to hear they wanted to lock her 
away for the rest of her life in a Catholic laundry for fallen women made her want to 
scream until her voice gave out. Instead, she swallowed her grief and self-pity and 
waited for Novitiate Teresa to continue. 
"You've had precious little choice in all this. So I would know," the nun 
hesitated, gathering her courage, "what would you do with your life if I help you leave 
this place?" 
"I. . . I  don't know. I've never thought of life outside this village." 
"Not once?" Novitiate Teresa smiled in spite of their serious conversation. 
"Well I'm hardly able to run to America and join the circus now, am I?" Mary 
chuckled. There would be no more thoughts of the trapeze and daring rides on the backs 
of white stallions now. Teresa and Mary smiled briefly at each other at the shared 
memory before turning serious again. 
"No, I suppose not. But perhaps you can still run to America?" 
Mary felt poleaxed. It was a childish dream, going to America. One left over 
from her childhood when so many farmers were determined to put the famine behind 
them and find a new life for themselves and their families across the ocean. And yet it 
was a dream that still passed through her mind from time to time, especially since Father 
MacLaughlin died and Father McNish came to their small parish. 
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"No, no." Mary tried to ground herself again. "I can't possibly make it to 
America. I've no money. And who will hire a girl in my condition?" 
"Oh, I might have a few ideas." Novitiate Teresa smiled and Mary felt her lips 
curl up in response. Perhaps the old Saoirse wasn't buried as deeply under that habit as 
Mary thought. 
Suddenly, Teresa dropped from view and Mary heard scratching at her door. A 
subtle click was Mary's only warning before the door swung open on surprisingly quiet 
hinges. Teresa stood from a crouch as she tucked two metal picks into a small purse. It 
was somewhat disconcerting to see such a devilish smile on the face of such a holy 
figure. 
"I'd have thought a year with the nuns would have cured you of your lock­
picking." 
"Sometimes God gives us gifts, and it is up to us to keep them sharp." 
Mary smiled to remember when she and Saoirse conspired to learn how to pick 
locks so no one could hide treats from them. Only Saoirse had enjoyed any success, and 
her plump figure made Mary certain that no one could keep a treat from the nun even 
now. 
Mary grabbed the shoes the nuns gave her when she arrived from beside the door 
before following behind Teresa. Both of them walked as softly as possible, though it was 
an easier job for Mary with no shoes. 
The convent was a small, square building with rooms for the nuns and novitiates 
on the north and east sides, the kitchens and prayer rooms on the south and a sanctuary 
taking up the entire middle of the building with its entrance taking up the last side of the 
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square. Mary had been placed in a room towards the comer where the kitchen and the 
last rooms joined. 
"Where are you taking me?" Mary wondered when they left the convent from the 
kitchen door and moved towards the church. 
Teresa shushed Mary and kept walking, both women keeping a sharp eye and ear 
out in case they were discovered. It was a tense walk that took them only one hundred 
feet from the convent until they stood before the rectory door. Mary felt as though her 
heart was beating loud enough to wake the entire village. 
Before Teresa could apply her tools to the lock, Mary grabbed her arm. "Are you 
sure?" 
"Mary, you need to find your way from Mayo to Cork and buy passage to 
America. Father McNish is the only one with the money to do that." 
"Won't he hear us?" 
"He's just said the Easter mass. What do you think happens to all the wine the 
parishioners don't drink for communion?" 
Despite everything, Mary couldn't help but feel a bit shocked at this revelation. 
Both women looked at the door, fear and determination on their faces. Mary let Teresa 
go to practice her God-given skill once again. 
"Besides," Teresa reasoned as the door swung open on yet another set of 
surprisingly well-greased hinges and rattling snores could be heard from the back of the 
house, "isn't it himself who preaches about men providing for their offspring? Seems a 
fair bit of justice in this situation. And, God will understand, even if no one else around 
here will." 
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The rectory foyer was dark and silent as  the grave as Mary and Teresa crept into 
McNish's private sanctum. Mary shuddered to be inside, feeling more trapped here than 
she had in the small convent cell. At least there she had felt the presence of virtuous 
women all around here, giving her a small glimpse at the tenants of faith she had thought 
long gone from her thoughts and feelings. 
Teresa put her hand on the door to McNish's office and Mary held her breath as 
the door swung open. This time, the hinges were not as blessedly quiet and Mary thought 
she would faint from the stress of it all when those snores she first heard when they 
stepped into the house halted briefly before settling back into their sawing rhythm. 
Mary looked at Teresa to see her eyes were just as wide as Mary's and her 
breathing just as shallow. Teresa crossed herself and Mary turned to see where Teresa's 
gaze was fixed. Mary's vision narrowed and darkened as her mind threatened to send her 
into a faint when she saw Father McNish slumped in one of the armchairs normally 
reserved for parishioners and supplicants coming to sit before his wide oak desk. 
Teresa put a hand on Mary's elbow to steady her and Mary pulling in a gasping 
breath that she only barely managed to keep silent. Teresa moved towards the desk as 
quietly as the creaking floorboards would allow. Mary wanted to stay where she was, but 
something forced her forward until she was standing next to Teresa on the opposite side 
of the desk. 
As Teresa silently searched the desk drawers, Mary stared at the priest. With his 
jet black hair, blue eyes, and handsome face, she knew most of the women in the parish 
thought it a sure shame that he was indeed a priest and not eligible to marry off to one of 
their daughters or themselves. Yet Mary knew how that handsome face could twist into 
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something monstrous and those blue eyes could turn icy and pierce a girl's innocent soul. 
Mary shivered and almost jumped out of her skin when Teresa touched her elbow again. 
The nun gave Mary a sad look before holding up a fat leather purse. Teresa 
waved Mary forward and crept out of the room as quietly as she did before. Mary took a 
step away from the desk but stopped when McNish's snores stopped suddenly. 
Mary's heart almost stopped as well as her eyes locked on the man's face. He 
muttered something Mary couldn't quite make out around her pounding pulse and his 
slurred words. McNish shifted once, making the wine bottle that had been resting 
precariously on the seat cushion drop to the floor to clink against another empty both. 
The sound made Mary jump, but McNish just shifted again and resumed snoring. 
With her heart in her throat, Mary crept from the room and shut the squeaking 
door without caring any longer if the sound woke the priest. Teresa looked deeply into 
Mary's eyes with concern evident on her face. Mary just nodded and pushed past Teresa 
to get outside where she could breathe again. 
Neither woman said a word as they walked to the church gate. When they got 
there, Teresa handed Mary the money purse and a small bag she had been carrying that 
Mary never noticed before in all of the excitement. 
"Saor-Sister Teresa, I can't take all of this." 
"Nonsense," Teresa scoffed, "it's just an extra set of clothing from the poor box in 
the church basement and some stale bread and barely molding cheese that won't be 
missed during the Easter festivities tomorrow. And this money isn't church money. Or 
at least it's the money from the church he's already skimmed off the top. Seems fair as 
fair can be that you take it." 
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Mary nodded and accepted the gifts. Before Teresa could step away, Mary pulled 
her in for a tight hug that was quickly returned. Tears filled the eyes of both women, but 
neither one dared to let them fall for fear of setting the other off and risking waking the 
whole village. 
"What-what do you think they'll say about me after I've gone?" 
"Well, I made certain to relock your cell door, so they'll certainly say your escape 
was a miracle." 
Mary covered her mouth to keep from laughing before turning serious again. 
"But my parents. The villagers. They'll all say I was a strumpet who didn't even 
have the courage to face my punishment." 
Teresa laid a gentle hand against Mary's cheek and shook her head. 
"I'm afraid we none of us have any control over the stories people tell about us. 
All we can do is live with God on our shoulder and walk where He leads." 
"But what about the people I meet? Won't they just think the same as all the rest 
here?" 
Teresa slipped the simple gold band of her order from the ring finger on her right 
hand. 
"No, I couldn't-" Mary protested as Teresa slipped the band on Mary's own 
finger. Mary felt the weight of Teresa's gift like an anvil upon her hand. "They'll know 
you helped me." 
"Dear girl, do you think my forgetfulness has changed one whit since becoming a 
nun? Perhaps another decade or two of praying will cure my habit of misplacing things 
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like your mother's favorite egg spoon. Until then, I will pray for your safe journey and 
the health of that child and yourself." 
Mary hid her face with one last hug so Teresa couldn't see the tears she couldn't 
hold back. It made her feel a little better to see suspicious tracks on Teresa's cheeks 
when they pulled apart. 
"Now, off with you before Mother Constance lives up to her name and does a 
check for no other reason than because her lumbago has her up at all hours of the night." 
Mary nodded and hoisted her bag a little higher on her shoulder. She walked a 
ways before turning to see her friend one last time. But when she looked back Teresa 
was already gone. 
When she crested the hill overlooking the town several miles away, she stopped 
and stared at the village she had called home for seventeen years. The sun was just 
starting to come up to her right and she could just barely make out her family's cottage. 
It was likely her imagination, but she thought she could just make out a light 
burning in the window where her brothers were meant to be sleeping. Perhaps it was 
Shane, up writing early in the morning as he liked to do before everyone else in the 
family began to get moving for church or a day of work. Mary wondered if he was 
writing of her, or if her family had already started to wipe her from their thoughts. 
Mary felt something deep inside her break, making the idea of turning around and 
leaving seem impossible. Then, something made her clasp her hand to her belly. It was 
too early for the little tyke to be moving, but there had been a feeling there. It was soft 
and fleeting, but still there. 
"So, little one, you're ready to leave are you?" 
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The feeling came again and Mary laughed. She was crying again, but the tears 
felt like a balm on her broken heart. 
"If you're half as impatient as me, we'll have an interesting time of things, you 
and I. " 
Mary gave the village one last look before turning so the rising sun was on her 
left. For the first time in years Mary felt moved to pray. Every step was a litany and 
every breath a psalm. God was surely sitting on her shoulder and, thanks to Teresa, today 
held a promise for her and her babe. 
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"The Dreams of Love" 
A light May breeze played through the linens and clothing on the line as Mary 
hung up the next item. The only sounds she heard were the breeze blowing across the 
Illinois prairie and her goats and chickens occasionally nagging each other. She decided 
to add to these sounds and began to sing an old lullaby that used to send Henry right to 
sleep. 
The sun beat down on her, unseasonably but blessedly warm. The ground was 
cold under her bare feet, but she had spent years in a city where she wasn't able to curl 
her toes in the dirt and she was willing to brave the cold and her husband's quiet 
disapproval for the joy of it all. Mary snapped the blanket in her hands to shake off some 
moisture and to try and force it into shape before she threw it over the line. 
Just as she was reaching for the last item in the basket, a small figure barreled 
through the flapping laundry. Mary grabbed the boy's arm and glared at the flecks of 
mud on her freshly washed linens. 
"Henry Michael McNish, have you gone mad, boyo? 
Mary paused and loosened her grip a little when she saw his brown eyes 
swimming in tears. 
"Oh, darling, what happened this time?" 
Henry shook his head so his black hair covered his eyes, but Mary gently pushed 
the strands away and waited for his answer. 
"Daniel told me to hold the post so he could drive it in but I got scared because he 
was using such a big hammer and I thought he was going to hit me on accident and I let 
go and the post moved and Daniel hit the post but it hit wrong and the hammer bounced 
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off the side of the post and Daniel hit himself in the leg and he said a lot of bad words. I 
mean really a lot of them." 
"Were you hurt?" 
Henry hung his head. "No." 
"Does Daniel need the doctor?" 
Henry shook his head fiercely, putting Mary in mind of a wet dog. "No, he told 
me he needed to sit a spell and to leave him be until he could stand the sight of me." 
Mary breathed a sigh of relief mixed with frustration as she pulled Henry closer 
into a hug. She rubbed his back while he tried not to cry, because they both knew if 
Daniel came up and saw that he would make his disgust about such unmanly emotions 
known. Mary knew Daniel himself was a kind, sensitive man, but he often criticized her 
for molly-coddling Henry. 
"The world is a tough place, he's gonna have to learn how to stand on his own 
two feet without holding onto your apron strings," Daniel always said with a trace of 
bitterness. 
On the one hand, she knew her husband was right. Henry wouldn't be eight 
forever, and the world was rarely kind to sensitive boys. On the other hand, though, 
Mary was reluctant to let Henry let go of her apron strings. For seven years it had been 
her and Henry against the world. After less than a year, she and Henry were both still 
getting used to having another person in their lives. 
She also sometimes wondered if that bitterness she always heard in Daniel's voice 
was because of her molly-coddling, or if something still haunted him from the war. The 
Union had defeated the Confederacy almost nine years ago now, but there were nights 
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when Daniel still woke sweating and looking around the dark room for some unseen 
enemy. It occasionally took him a long while to realize where he was and who she was, 
but she was never afraid of him. She simply gave him space, waited for him to catch his 
breath, and drew him back down to the bed, into her arms. 
She knew all too well the way the past could haunt one's dreams. Henry had been 
almost three before she was able to sleep through an entire night. The old feeling of arms 
pinning her down made her shudder and she tried to tell herself it had nothing to do with 
her pushing Henry away now. 
"Come now, take those things down that you got all muddy running around like a 
chicken with its head cut off. I'll get this last blanket up and we'll talk to Daniel 
together." 
"Do I have to?" Henry whined, making Mary grit her teeth. 
"Henry, I'm only going to tell you once. Now get a move on, young man. Else 
you'll be apologizing to Daniel on your own." 
Henry moved quickly at that point, grabbing everything with the smallest speck of 
dirt on it. Thankfully, he hadn't splattered near as much as she thought. Regardless, he 
was going to help her carry the buckets from the creek and help her wash everything 
again. 
They left the laundry in the basket next to the washing bucket beside the house 
and Mary went inside to put on her stockings and shoes. Though she was disappointed to 
shove her feet into the pinching leather, she knew Daniel was likely in a foul enough 
mood and she didn't need to poke the bear. She stopped in the kitchen and cut out a large 
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slice of apple pie for Daniel. It was meant for supper, but she was hoping the sweet treat 
would molli fy her husband and help him accept Henry's apology. 
Mary handed Henry the wax paper package with a small smile. "Maybe you 
should give him this. It certainly can't hurt." 
Henry nodded and held the pie as if he was holding the Holy Grail itself. 
They set off across the yard and into the field towards Daniel. Mary could barely 
make out his long and lean form moving at the far edge of their property. That leanness 
was the only trait any of them shared. Henry had the looks of the Black Irish with his 
inky hair, dark blue eyes, and swarthy skin. She was the traditional Irish with dark red 
hair, green eyes, and pale skin scattered with freckles. Then there was Daniel, who took 
after his German ancestors with his light brown hair, blue eyes, and skin burned a reddish 
brown by long hours in the sun. 
Mary wished at times that Henry had taken after herself more, if only because it 
was sometimes difficult to look at a horribly familiar face. But, as she always reminded 
herself, Henry was his own person. His sweet and generous nature was nothing like the 
man who had a small part in creating him. She thanked God every Sunday, and days 
when Henry's expressions sparked dark memories, for that small miracle. 
"Mama," Henry broke into her thoughts quietly, "why did you have to marry 
Daniel? Weren't you happy in Boston?" 
"Well now, I was happy enough. You were, and are, my constant joy. But, 
sometimes, it's good to have a partner in this life." 
"I could be your partner ! "  
Mary smiled at the conviction in Henry's voice. 
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"Some day I'm sure you'll make some girl a very nice partner, but I wanted 
someone a bit older than yourself for that. You'll understand some day." 
Henry huffed with impatience and kicked a clod of dirt with his work shoes. 
Mary tsked in disapproval and Henry apologized. Even though Daniel could afford new 
shoes far easier than she'd ever been able to, the habit of taking care of their things to get 
the best use out of them was one she didn't care to break. 
"I miss Boston," Henry admitted with a mournful look at the flat land around 
them. 
"I know. But it's so peaceful and beautiful here. Did Daniel ever tell you why 
they call this place Dunn?" 
Henry shook his head and slowed his pace when he saw they were almost a third 
of the way back to Daniel. 
"He told me it's so pretty here because this is where God finished the Earth, 
because it was Dunn." 
Henry rolled his eyes at his mother's laughter. 
"At the very least, you got to see a lot of the country on our way here. Wasn't 
that exciting?" 
Henry scoffed before answering with sullen disappointment, "We didn't even get 
attacked by a single Indian." 
"Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, why would you want such a thing?" 
"Jimmy said we probably wouldn't make it all the way here without getting an 
arrow in the ass-" 
Mary slapped a hand over Henry's mouth and stopped them both in their tracks. 
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"Henry Michael McNish, what have I told you about such language?" 
"That I'm supposed to keep my language as clean as an angel's wing, not as dirty 
as an outhouse. " Henry scuffed his shoe in the dirt and stared at the wax paper package 
in his hands as he recited his mother's words woodenly. 
"Take care to mind me, son. I won't have Daniel and the people around here 
think me a bad mother because Jimmy taught you how to curse a blue streak back in 
Boston. " 
Mary gave Henry a push between his shoulder blades to emphasize her words and 
get him moving again. 
"Daniel's language is worse'n mine. You should've heard him when that hammer 
hit his leg. Do you think the pastor is gonna give him extra chores at the church like he 
does me when I get in trouble?" 
"I think the pastor will let this go given the circumstances,"  Mary answered with a 
smile. 
She never thought she would like a man of God again, but Pastor Munch was a 
good man, and his wife, Jennie, was a joy to be around. When Daniel first took her to the 
Oak Grove Baptist Church for their wedding, she had been terrified that people would be 
as judgmental and suspicious as the people she knew when she first moved to the States. 
But Jennie and the other women had embraced her and Henry with open arms and hearts. 
"Couldn't we go back to Boston now that you and Daniel are married? He can be 
your partner anywhere. We don't have to stay here, do we?" 
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"This is our home now, Henry. We aren't leaving, and I certainly wouldn't ask 
Daniel to move away. Daniel's life - his farm - is here. We can't expect him to give up 
his livelihood and his family for us." 
"Why not?" Henry asked the ground. "I had to give up Boston, and Jimmy." 
Mary wondered if it was right for the voice of an eight-year-old to hold such 
bitterness. She felt helpless in the face of his disappointment. Then she remembered 
another little boy who used to feel such passions. Her heart ached a bit to think of that 
boy who was now sixteen, but her memory of him gave her an idea. 
"Let me tell you a story." 
"No." 
"Come now, Henry, be a good lad and listen." 
Taking his silence for acceptance, Mary began. 
"Once upon a time, there was a young girl who lived in a beautiful village by the 
sea. She was a fiery lass who loved to laugh and play with her friend, Saoirse. One day, 
when she wasn't much older than you, an evil man came to live in her village. But, this 
man hid his evilness, making everyone, even the fiery lass, think he was a good and 
virtuous man. One day, as the girl was helping her mother and the other village women 
prepare for a holy feast, the evil man stole her away and cast a spell on her." 
"What was the spell?" Henry interrupted. 
"Hush now and I'll tell you." 
Henry shifted the pie from one hand to another and waited. 
"The evil man cast a spell of silence on her. With the spell in place, the man stole 
bits of her soul a piece at a time over several years. People in the village began to notice 
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her laughter had faded away, but no one thought much of it as she was growing into a 
young woman. Her friend was hurt that the girl began to pull away and the two girls 
stopped speaking to each other. But then, a miracle occurred. After stealing bits and 
pieces of her soul over four years, the evil man accidentally gave the girl a gift. At first 
the girl was afraid of the gift-" 
"Why?" 
"Because it cost her the love of her parents," Mary replied with a grimace. She 
was glad Henry hadn't looked at her for that interruption. "Now, be quiet or I won't be 
able to finish before we reach Daniel." 
"Sorry, mama." 
"Thank you. Now, the girl's parents were so angry about the gift the evil man 
gave her that they decided to seal her away for the rest of her life. Just as she was 
beginning to despair, however, God sent her another miracle." Mary paused, thinking 
Henry was going to interrupt again, but he stayed quiet. "In the dead of the night, her old 
friend, Saoirse, came to help her escape her prison. Though the lass knew she would 
never be able to see her friend or family again, she knew she could only keep the gift the 
evil man gave her if she went far, far away from her beautiful village by the sea. So she 
traveled for months and months to come to a magical new land. Unfortunately, the magic 
was small and unhelpful for a girl like her and she became trapped in a building full of 
broken men." 
"Why were they broken?" 
"I thought you were going to stop interrupting me." 
"Sorry." 
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"They were broken because there had been a war. The girl worked hard to help 
these men fix their broken pieces, when one day she found a man who looked like he 
didn't have any broken pieces at all. From the moment he saw her, he was asking her to 
marry him, but the girl was wary of men. What if they were like the evil man and wanted 
to chip away at her soul? But this man seemed kind and generous and the girl wanted to 
share her gift with him. She decided to set him to the test and sent him away for many 
years with only letters between them. Once she knew she could trust this man with her 
heart and the gift she had been given so long ago, she accepted the man's offer of 
marriage." 
"Was he like the evil man? Did she guess wrong?" 
"It wasn't a guess, Henry. She spent long years learning every secret he wrote 
down before she knew he could be trusted." 
"But what if she was wrong? What if the new man steals her soul and she never 
laughs again?" 
Mary paused, wondering the same things. So far there had been some laughter, 
but her worry over how Daniel and Henry were getting along made finding peace 
difficult. Shaking that thought away, she continued. 
"You're forgetting about her gift, Henry." 
"Will that make her laugh again? Or did it steal back her soul from the evil 
man?" 
"Oh, love, it did both. And it makes her laugh more than anything in her old 
village ever could have. Even if her new husband somehow becomes worse than the evil 
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man - and I believe he never will - she has her gift to make her strong and able to face 
every day." 
Mary squeezed Henry's shoulder, trying to give him confidence in her story. 
There were so many things she wanted to tell him, but he was just too young. 
They were silent as they came closer to Daniel. Her husband was trying to hold 
the post while kicking some of the dirt back into the hole to keep the post from moving. 
She could hear him muttering under his breath and knew she better announce their 
presence before her son learned some more new words. 
"My darling, you seem to need some help there." 
Daniel turned with a small smile that became a little strained when he spied Henry 
standing beside her. 
"Yeah, this is a two-man job and Godfrey had to be in Sullivan today. " 
Henry scuffed his toe in the dirt, stumbling forward when Mary nudged him in his 
shoulder. His sigh made Daniel frown, which made Mary's stomach knot in nervousness. 
She knew Daniel wouldn't hurt her son physically, but Daniel's unconcealed annoyance 
was starting to effect Henry's emotions. 
Back in Boston, Henry had been precocious and loved to visit the public library to 
read books she couldn't afford. Now, everyone expected her city boy to behave like the 
other farm boys who knew their Bible but disdained the schooling forced upon them until 
they were old enough to work on the farm all day. Henry's bookishness made him 
unpopular with some of the other boys, which meant he only had her to rely upon in their 
new home. 
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Daniel had tried to be patient with Henry in the beginning, but as much as she 
loved her husband he had no skill for teaching people things he felt should be common 
knowledge. Daniel had given Henry three months to adjust to life on the farm with small 
chores anyone could do, and Henry had done those well. But when the work became 
more difficult and required more explanation, Daniel missed steps in his instruction that 
he took for granted and then became angry when Henry missed them as well and fouled 
up the process. By this point, Mary wasn't surprised Henry had become afraid of 
messing up and accidentally getting hit when Daniel had yelled so much about Henry's 
past mistakes. The poor boy was a nervous wreck. 
"I'm sorry," Henry whispered, holding the wrapped pie out to Daniel. 
"Look a man in the eye when you give him an apology," Daniel stated flatly. 
It took longer than anyone wanted before Henry was able to comply and choke 
out another apology. Daniel nodded and held out his hand for his pie. Once Henry 
handed it over, Daniel broke it in half and gave the other half to Henry. 
"Don't worry about it. We'll give it another try here in a second. Eat your pie. 
You've gotta build up your strength if you're gonna help me." 
Henry gave a tentative smile before biting into the flaky crust. Daniel took his 
own bite and winked at Mary. He nodded towards the house, letting her know it was 
time for her to leave them alone. 
She could hear her boys chatting as she walked away. It made her heart lift a 
little, but she still couldn't get over her worry. She and Daniel got married last October. 
That nagging sense that Henry should have settled in by now pulled at her every day. 
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When she got back to the house, her mind was still working itself into anxious 
circles. Looking at the newly soiled linens in the basket, Mary decided to put the chore 
off for a minute. Instead, she went to her and Daniel's bedroom and knelt down in front 
of her trunk. 
It was battered and worn, but she wouldn't get rid of it for anything. It was the 
first thing she bought after leaving her family and her village. It had cost her almost three 
weeks' wages; money she could ill afford to waste, but money she wasted nevertheless. 
Inside were her treasures. They were worthless to anyone else, but worth more 
than gold to her. At the very top were the official papers declaring her marriage to Daniel 
on October 19, 1873. It was mixed in with artwork from a younger Henry featuring 
poorly formed representations of her as well as animals from the natural history books 
they poured through at the library. Her favorite was the thunder lizard that scientists 
were saying roamed the earth millions of years ago. She still didn't quite believe that, but 
Henry's imagination had taken fire. 
Placing those gently to the side, Mary lifted out the dress she had been married in. 
It no longer fit due to her having more regular meals where she didn't have to lie to 
Henry about being full so he wouldn't feel bad about finishing the food on his plate. She 
was still thin as a post, but she could no longer count her ribs like she used to. The 
practical thing to do with the dress would be to let out the seams to fit her fuller figure or 
use it for scraps. But she wasn't going to do anything a bit practical with it. Instead, she 
set it aside to be placed back in the chest when she was done. 
There were more things in the trunk, like Henry's baby clothes and some old 
broken jewelry she always meant to repair and couldn't bear to throw out. But it was the 
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thick bundle of letters that had sent her looking into the trunk in the first place. They 
were becoming worn with her repeated readings, so she handled them with care. There 
were dozens in the trunk, but she only pulled out the last packet. It had eight letters, one 
for each month leading up to her trip from Boston to Dunn. Eight letters that marked the 
last months of her loneliness. 
The most important parts of the letters sat safely in her memory, but she still liked 
to pore over them from time to time. Daniel's penmanship was like him. It was thin and 
scrappy, running across the page as if his hand couldn't quite keep up with his quick 
mind. His letters were filled with stories about his parents, brothers, nieces, nephews, 
and neighbors. She remembered the many nights when her job as a nurse in the Union 
hospital had become particularly difficult when she had laughed over the family drama 
that played out through Daniel's words. 
Untying the string around the packet, Mary set all but the letter from January 
aside. She unfolded the letter carefully, cautious of the worn folds from the other dozen 
times she had pulled this particular letter out of the trunk to remind herself why she 
finally decided to take Daniel up on his repeated offer of marriage. 
Before she read it, she thought of the letter she had sent Daniel a few weeks 
before receiving the reply in her hands. It had been one week before Christmas, and 
Henry had gotten in a fight with another boy at school who had stolen a third, younger 
boy's present from his aunt in New York. Henry's teacher had punished Henry, because 
he was the one who started the physical fight. Mary had been frustrated when she penned 
her letter to Daniel, despairing of her son's temper while also declaring her anger at the 
teacher's unfairness. 
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In the bright spring light Mary read the words Daniel had written that had made 
her finally decide to make the journey across half the country. The ink was faded from so 
many readings, but she could still make out the declaration of love so thoughtlessly 
scrawled in his hand. 
"I know you're disappointed in your son's temper, but I must agree with your 
anger towards his teacher. I applaud his rage when it comes at the defense of someone 
weaker than himself. I love his sense of justice as I love him." 
The closing of the letter was the same as all the others from the last seven years: 
"My proposal still stands and I await the day you will consent to become Mrs. Daniel 
Shipman." 
Mary laughed as she read again the shock and excitement in his February letter 
that had come with half of the money she and Henry needed to book their passage. The 
image of Daniel fainting dead away in his barn at her news as his letter stated never failed 
to make her smile. She could almost see the rooster strutting beside him as she read his 
words. 
That same rooster crowed in the yard, breaking her out of her memories. She 
stood to see Daniel and Henry walking towards the house. Daniel's arm was around 
Henry's shoulder, and she could see Henry talking animatedly about something. His 
hands waved wildly and she watched as Daniel threw back his head and laughed. 
Her heart squeezed in joy at the sight, and she turned away from the window to 
wipe away her tears and begin putting everything back in the trunk. She was just closing 
the lid when the door opened. 
"Mary, what's for lunch?" Daniel called. 
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"Nothing if you men haven't washed up properly." Mary laughed as she came out 
of the bedroom. 
Daniel tousled Henry's hair as he reached for the door again. 
"Well, son, I tried, but your ma always knows when we skip the washing up part." 
"Yeah, she's plain spooky. She even knows when I don't wash behind my ears." 
"I thought Daniel was going to be able to plant a whole crop of com back there 
after your last bath, my boy. Now, go wash up and I'll have the stew on the table before 
you know it." 
Henry ran outside, but Daniel lingered a bit. He moved towards her where she 
was stirring the simmering stew on the cooling stove. 
"That stew sure does smell good. How'd I get so lucky as to get me an Irish girl 
like you?" 
"You must have minded your mother real well and always cleaned behind your 
ears." 
Daniel wrapped his arms around her waist and dropped his chin onto her shoulder, 
watching her stir the stew for a moment. 
"Sure enough. You can even check for yourself. No crops back there." 
Mary turned in Daniel's arms and wrapped her arms around his neck. She made a 
show of checking behind each ear, tsking in mock disapproval when she found some dirt. 
"Someone needs to wash up. You're like to get dirt all over me after all that work 
you boys did." Mary paused, becoming serious. "Did you hurt yourself badly when 
Henry didn't hold the post?" 
Daniel smiled in the face of her worry. 
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"Sweetheart, I'm a farm boy, born and raised. Ain't no way I'm gonna let a little 
old thing like a hammer to the shin stop me." 
When Mary didn't laugh, Daniel sighed. 
"Mary, he'll learn eventually. I got mad, but he didn't do any permanent damage. 
Don't worry so much. He's a smart boy, and I've only taught him a few colorful words. 
Ain't no harm in any of it." 
"If you say so." 
"I do say so." 
"You're incorrigible." 
"But adorable." 
Mary's laugh was cut off by Daniel's kiss. His affection still surprised her, but 
she was getting used to the physical side of marriage. It was far different from her first 
experience with a man, and she always tried to push that thought away whenever she was 
in Daniel's arms. 
Their kiss was interrupted by Hemy bursting through the door again. 
"Yuck. Do you have to do that?" 
Daniel and Mary both laughed as they pulled apart. Mary reached for the bowls 
and began ladling the stew in as Daniel headed towards the door. 
'"Have to' isn't the right phrase. But don't worry about that. I'm gonna wash up 
before your ma decides to starve me because I've got more dirt on me than God put on 
the earth." 
When Daniel got back they had a good lunch filled with talk about their family 
and neighbors. There was a lot of laughter, and Mary felt content as Henry and Daniel 
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walked out the door to continue working. Henry's steps were light and springy, giving 
her hope that perhaps she had made the right decision after all. When Daniel put a 
fatherly hand on Henry's shoulder, Mary knew everything would be okay. 
With that thought, she moved to rewash the linens Henry had muddied, singing 
along with the sparrows all the way to the creek. 
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Part II - 10-Minute Play 
"The Battle of Love" 
CHARACTERS: 
MARY: An Irish immigrant who is eight months pregnant. 
DANIEL: An Illinois farm boy who always wants to smile but has invisible 
wounds to go with the bandage on his head. 
FIRST NURSE: A woman in her 60s or 70s. Always speaks first. 
SECOND NURSE: A woman in her 30s or 40s. Always speaks second. 
THIRD NURSE: A woman in her late teens or early 20s. Always speaks third. 
SURGEON: An old white man with no use for nurses. 
SETTING: 
Early Fall, 1865. A quiet hospital outside of Boston late in the afternoon, about a 
half hour until sunset. 
[The lights come up to reveal three beds in a half circle and a cabinet next to the center 
bed. Only the center bed is occupied, with a jacket hanging over the end, a pair o.fboots 
on the floor, and a hat resting on top of the boots. DANIEL, the man in the bed, is 
asleep. The Nurses walk in from stage left and sit in the chairs next to the beds taking a 
quick moment of rest. Daniel cries out in his sleep, dreaming o.f lost friends.] 
FIRST NURSE: The cries of the men nearly cuts me to the bone. 
SECOND NURSE: So many gone and so many left suffering. 
THIRD NURSE: But these men are still alive, and we give them as much comfort as we 
can. 
FIRST NURSE: Aren't you ever sick and tired of so many sick and tired young men? 
SECOND NURSE: She's young and full of hope that the ones who died died for some 
better day. 
THIRD NURSE: And that the ones who lived lived to see that better day. 
FIRST NURSE: You're a foolish optimist. I am too old to think anything will change. 
That men will stop hurting each other and going to war over every little thing. 
SECOND NURSE: You would call this war something little? 
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THIRD NURSE: I would call it something monstrous. 
FIRST NURSE: I would call it something that should have been worked out without a 
single shot fired. 
SECOND NURSE: Now who sounds like a foolish optimist? 
THIRD NURSE: [to the Second Nurse} Now who sounds like a pessimist? 
[MARY enters carrying a basket of new bandages. She is obviously pregnant and 
struggles with the weight and size of the basket.} 
MARY: It took an age or more to cut and clean these. Where would you like them? 
[Daniel moans again} 
FIRST NURSE: Put them in that cabinet by that man's bed. 
SECOND NURSE: Be sure to stack them neatly. 
[Daniel cries out again. It sounds like a name, but no one knows for sure.} 
THIRD NURSE: He sounds distressed. You should check on him. Cheer him up if you 
can. 
[Mary crosses to the cabinet and starts putting the linens away.] 
FIRST NURSE: [to the Third Nurse] Child, thou art meddlesome. 
SECOND NURSE: And you are a Quaker through and through. 
THIRD NURSE: They're two sad souls winging through life alone. Maybe they can 
learn to fly together. 
[The Nurses stand and exit to attend to other wounded men. Daniel cries out more 
violently before and wakes up ready to do battle. Mary jumps and drops the last of the 
linens.] 
MARY: Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, now I'll have to sterilize these again or the surgeon will 
have my head for certain. 
DANIEL: What? Who are you? 
MARY: You can call me . . .  Nurse McNish. 
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DANIEL: You don't sound too sure of that. Gotten that name fresh I take it? 
MARY: It's the name I'll be using from now on, yes. 
DANIEL: Where you from? England or somethin'? 
MARY: Ireland. [Daniel starts to ask another question but Mary talks first.] And 
what's your name, sir? 
[Mary sits in the chair between Daniel's bed and the cabinet. She picks up the linens 
slowly during the rest of their conversation. Every movement is slow and careful as she 
works around her belly.} 
DANIEL: Daniel Shipman, Private in the 143rd Illinois Infantry, Company I. . .  for Illinois 
I guess. [Daniel stops, thinks a moment.} No, wait, I forgot. I'm not in the infantry 
anymore. I was supposed to muster out in September of '64. But I wasn't ready to go 
home with the other boys. I had a Reb to shoot for my brother, Charles, so I stuck it out a 
bit longer while Charles and Godfrey minded the farm. 
MARY: Did you join up with another group? 
DANIEL: I joined up with a troop out of Boston here. They lost a lot of men in 
Shenandoah, so they didn't mind an Illinois farm boy joining up with them. 
MARY: How did you get here, then? 
DANIEL: Caught me a bullet in the head at the end of May. The war was over, but we 
found a group of Rebs who refused to believe us when we told them. Should've killed 
me, but it just knocked me out for a few weeks. The only problem now is I can't seem to 
be able to keep my legs under me for long. 
MARY: I'm sorry, I know many men have lost things in the war. You may have lost the 
use of your legs, but God was surely on your shoulder that you didn't lose your life. 
DANIEL: Oh, no, you mistook me. My legs still work, I just can't seem to get my mind 
to figure that out. 
MARY: Maybe it's your heart that needs convincing and not your mind? There's more 
men who are walking around with wounds we can't see than those who lost life and limb. 
DANIEL: Nah, I'm sure I just need to rest up a bit. I ain't no sissy to let a little head 
wound keep me from fulfilling my responsibilities when I get back to the farm. 
[Pause] 
DANIEL: [can't] Say, what's Mr. McNish say about you working here? 
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MARY: There is no Mr. McNish. 
DANIEL: Did you lose him in the war? 
MARY: In a manner of speaking. 
[Daniel tilts his head and considers Mary for a long moment. A slow smile spreads 
across his face.] 
DANIEL: You ever think of marrying a farmer from Illinois? Seems to me the main 
thing a man should learn in a war is the importance of seizing the moment. That and 
family. And you seem like the kind of woman who knows a thing or two about how to 
treat her family good. 
MARY: That's certainly something I thought I knew. But, no, I haven't thought of 
marriage in quite some time, and never to someone from Illinois. Mostly because I don't 
know where that is. 
DANIEL: Illinois is just this side of the Mississippi, and I live where God finished 
making the world. 
MARY: And how would you be knowing that? 
DANIEL: Because I'm from Dunn. D-U-N-N. 
[Mary looks confused and Daniel laughs.] 
MARY: Meaning? 
DANIEL: Well, when God saw how pretty it was in our part of the world He figured He 
could stop there, so He called it Dunn. 
[Mary laughs more at the look on Daniel 's face than the joke. The SURGEON enters. 
He is a man who always looks angry, and usually is.} 
SURGEON: Nurse McNish! This is a place of healing, not a bawdy house! 
[Mary stops laughing and stands as quickly as possible.] 
MARY: I beg pardon, sir. I was just trying to give this patient some comfort. 
SURGEON: Bah, what does a woman know of a patient's comfort? All you 
women . . .  barely know how to clean bandages, let alone how to ease the pain of a man 
who's been to war. Little more than uppity nursemaids, the lot of you. 
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MARY: Yes, sir. 
SURGEON: What are those linens doing on the floor? Damn, girl, don't you have the 
sense God gave a gnat? 
MARY: I'm sorry sir, I was startled and dropped them. I'm picking these up to be 
cleaned again. 
SURGEON: Stupid girl! Do you think these men have time for such clumsiness? By 
God, why must the medical field be burdened by such women just because the 
government has decided to stick their nose in matters beyond their ken? If it weren't for 
the new laws I'd fire the lot of you. 
DANIEL: Now, see here, she didn't do any harm a good washing won't fix. Besides, it 
was my fault. I startled her is all. 
SURGEON: Sir, it's very noble of you to defend this woman, but you don't know how a 
hysterical woman like herself can tax a man's patience. What did you think tending to 
wounded soldiers would be like nurse McNish? Thank God the war is over and you 
never found yourself on an actual battlefield. I'd've had you charged and court martialed 
for wasting linens and water like this. 
MARY: I'm sorry, sir. It won't happen again. 
SURGEON: I very much doubt that. 
[The Nurses enter, coming to change the bedsheets on the beds and clean.] 
SURGEON: [con 't] Ah, more harridans come to add to the lunacy. Sir, I'll come to 
check on you again when we can have some peace and quiet. 
[The Surgeon exits without seeing the rude gestures from Mmy and the younger two 
Nurses.} 
DANIEL: How do you ladies deal with such an ass? Pardon my language. 
FIRST NURSE: We must respond with patience and understanding. 
SECOND NURSE: We must resign ourselves to such treatment and carry on. 
THIRD NURSE: We must pretend it doesn't bother us and spike his afternoon tea with a 
powerful laxative. 
[The First and Second Nurses glare at the Third Nurse. The First Nurse snaps her 
fingers and directs the other two to begin changing the bedsheets.] 
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FIRST NURSE: Never mind that. Mary, you should sit down and collect the rest of those 
bandages. 
SECOND NURSE: Never mind that. Sit a while and I will collect the bandages. 
THIRD NURSE: Never mind that. Leave the bandages be a minute. They're not getting 
any dirtier. 
[The First and Second Nurses glare at the Third Nurse. The Second Nurse moves to help 
Daniel scoot out of bed and into the chair beside him so she can change his sheets. The 
Third Nurse sneaks the chair from the third bed to the other side so it is right next to 
Daniel's.} 
DANIEL: I couldn't agree more. Sit a while, Nurse McNish. I'm still waiting for you to 
answer my question. 
MARY: You never asked me a question. 
DANIEL: Well, shoot, you're right. 
[Daniel grins and takes Mary 's hand as she sits. She tries to pull away, but he holds fast 
and works his face into a serious expression.} 
DANIEL: Nurse McNish, would you do me the great honor of being my wife? 
[Mary snatches her hand away and looks like she wants to run. The Nurses pause in their 
work and exchange disbelieving glances.} 
MARY: Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, why would you ask such a thing? I've only just met 
you. 
DANIEL: I know, but it seems to me a man needs a wife to stand beside him. And since 
you ain't got a man - and given your situation there, I'm sure you need one - seems to 
me we fit together perfectly. 
MARY: I need a man right now like I need a hole in the head. 
DANIEL: What about a man with a hole in his head? [Mary glares and Daniel puts his 
hands up in surrender.} I can see you're a bit riled. Calm down, let's talk a bit. 
MARY: Why would I want to talk to a man who tells me to calm down when I'm riled 
for a perfectly good reason? 
DANIEL: Well that's a humdinger of a questions. I guess I don't really know. But let's 
talk a bit anyways. You've just gotten settled in your chair and I'm in need of some of 
that comforting you mentioned to the surgeon a minute ago. 
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MARY: Fine . . .  but only because I hardly get time to sit for more than five seconds 
together. 
DANIEL: Works for me. [Daniel waits five seconds before grinning again.] So, what 
made you decide you wanted to be a nurse? Looking for a little excitement in your life? 
MARY: Mr. Shipman, I work 16-hour days and sleep where - and when - the surgeon 
and the little tyrant in my belly allow. Some days I only remember to eat because one of 
these kind women shoves some food into my hands between comforting patients. I thank 
God this war was over before I ever even came to this country, for I don't know how I 
would have survived the kind of conditions my fellow nurses have described. I certainly 
don't think I could have lived through the kind of death and devastation of men-young 
and old alike-who fought to the bitter end for something as noble and as stupid as their 
ideals. So many women fought just as hard to keep those men alive, but lost countless 
souls day by day. 
FIRST NURSE: Hour by hour. 
SECOND NURSE: Minute by minute. 
THIRD NURSE: Second by second. 
MARY: You speak of excitement, but I think we've all had our fill. 
DANIEL: Fair enough. So if you didn't become a nurse for the excitement, did you join 
because of Mr. McNish? 
MARY: In a manner of speaking. 
DANIEL: You don't speak much, do you? 
MARY: Would you rather I chattered like a bird? Or would I be saying too much then? 
DANIEL: Don't worry, once we get married we'll find that sweet spot right between too 
much and not enough. 
MARY: I'm not marrying anyone. 
DANIEL: Aw come on now, don't be like that. You're too young to be closing yourself 
off like that. 
MARY: I've never said one word about closing myself off. I'm only 18. I have a lot of 
life to live yet. 
Pierce 60 
DANIEL: Well then, how about spending that life with me? I'd be a good husband. 
Besides, that baby's gonna need a daddy. 
MARY: You seem a nice enough man, but I can't be marrying the first lad with a 
charming smile and good sense of humor who asks. 
DANIEL: So, I'm charming am I? 
MARY: Of course that's the bit you listened to. 
DANIEL: You're fiery. I like you. 
MARY: Well good for you. 
DANIEL: This is the part where you're supposed to say you like me back. 
MARY: And then fall all over myself accepting your proposal I take it? 
DANIEL: Well, in a perfect world, yes. 
MARY: There's no such thing. I think I best get to work again. 
[Mary doesn 't move.] 
DANIEL: Now you've gone all cold. I prefer you fiery. 
MARY: As do I, but we can't always get what we want. 
[Mary picks up the last of the linens and stands with the basket. The Third Nurse runs 
over and grabs the basket.} 
FIRST NURSE: What are you doing there? 
SECOND NURSE: Oh leave her be. 
THIRD NURSE: Let me take this burden from you. 
MARY: I can handle it. 
FIRST NURSE: Child, thou art being meddlesome again. 
SECOND NURSE: It never hurts to share the load from time to time. 
THIRD NURSE: I'll take this down to the laundry. You can arrange the cabinet. 
MARY: No, really, I can do it -
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[The Third Nurse tosses the dirty linens from her bed into the basket and snatches the 
basket playfully. She skips to exit the stage while the First Nurse glares at her and the 
Second Nurse just shakes her head. The other Nurses follow, taking the dirty bed linens 
from the other two beds. Mary moves to the cabinet again, trying to ignore Daniel. 
Daniel lets her work for a few seconds.} 
DANIEL: Why won't you marry me? 
MARY: I think I've been fairly clear on that. 
DANIEL: Is it because I can't walk? You think I can't provide for you? 
MARY: No, I-
DANIEL: I know I can lick this and get to walking again. [Mary tries to speak, but 
Daniel rides over her] And even if I can't, I know my family will help us out. I might 
even get me a profession of some kind. Maybe a banker. Not a lot of use for legs on a 
banker. They certainly couldn't accuse me with walking off with the money. 
[Daniel laughs, but Mary doesn 't join him.} 
MARY: Mr. Shipman ... Daniel. [Daniel stops laughing] I am not so shallow that I will 
fall in or out of love with you because of your legs. 
DANIEL: So you're saying there's no hope? 
[Mary starts to shake her head, but stops when Daniel's smile slips away. She is 
confUcted.J 
MARY: I'll tell you what, how about you write down an address where I can send you a 
letter when you go home. I told you, I'm not closed off from the possibility of love, I'm 
just not ready to entertain the idea of it right now. 
[Mary pulls a small book and pencil out of her pocket and tears out a clean page.] 
DANIEL: Are you gonna write down an address for me? 
MARY: Don't be fresh. 
[Mary hands the paper and pencil to Daniel and makes shooing motion. Daniel smiles 
and scrawls an address before handing it back.] 
DANIEL: Sorry for the mess. Teacher tried to drum handwriting into me, but all it ever 
got me was a sore hand from the pencil and a sore head from her hand. 
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MARY: "Daniel Shipman, Post Office Box 110, Sullivan, Illinois." 
DANIEL: That's right. 
MARY: I thought you were from Dunn? 
DANIEL: And proud of it. Thing is, we're a bit too small for a post office, so we've got 
to get our mail in the nearby town. 
[Mary puts the scrap in her pocket and starts to leave.] 
DANIEL: So, when're you going to write me? 
MARY: Just as soon as you leave for Dunn. 
[Mary exits.] 
DANIEL: For a woman like that, I'm leaving today. Now work, legs! 
[Daniel struggles to stand and keeps falling back into the chair. The Nurses come in 
while he 's struggling and muttering obscenities. They rush over to him.] 
FIRST NURSE: What is the meaning of this? 
SECOND NURSE: Sir, stop, you're going to hurt yourself. 
THIRD NURSE: Here, give me your arm. 
[The Third Nurse tries to help him stand, but they only hold long enough for him to fall 
back into the bed.} 
DANIEL: Thank you, miss. Why won't these fool legs hold me for more than a 
moment? 
FIRST NURSE: Because you're still recovering from a horrible wound 
DANIEL: It wasn't all that bad. 
SECOND NURSE: Because you suffered a head injury, which can cause issues with the 
body. 
DANIEL: See, now that's what I told her. 
THIRD NURSE: Because some weight on your soul is weighing you down. 
[Daniel stops trying to stand long enough to think.] 
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DANIEL: See, now that's what she told me. 
[Pause} 
DANIEL: I want to say I don't know what it is, but there's only one thing that could be 
weighing on me like that. I wasn't there when Charles got shot. My poor older 
brother-always serious as a preacher-joined up to show us young'uns how it was done. 
He had a notion that Mr. Lincoln was right and that the states needed to unite to stamp 
out slavery. I teased him, God forgive me. I asked him 'what do dirt poor farmers know 
about slavery? We ain't never owned nobody. We barely own the ground we work." 
And Charles just looked at me, that serious frown on his face that never really leaves and 
said, "we don't need to know from experience that owning another human is wrong. We 
only need to know as Christians that it is, and as human beings we must work against the 
wrongs in this world." When I heard from our mama he'd been shot, I knew I couldn't 
come home until I found the Reb what shot him and made him pay. But how do you find 
one gray coat in a sea of men? And what does revenge cost a man when there's already 
been so much killing done? 
FIRST NURSE: A question that will forever be asked. 
SECOND NURSE: A question that will never be answered. 
THIRD NURSE: A question that should bring any good man to his feet. 
[The Third Nurse puts a hand under Daniel 's arm and helps him stand. He is a little 
shaky, but eventually he stands without assistance.] 
DANIEL: I guess I'm ready to go home now. Maybe, if I'm lucky, I'll see a letter with 
the name McNish on it waiting for me when I get there. 
[The Nurses hand Daniel his jacket, boots, and hat. Each give him a pat on the shoulder 
as he takes an item and passes them.] 
DANIEL: Goodbye, ladies. Thank you for your kindness and comfort. 
FIRST, SECOND, & THIRD NURSE: Thank you for your service. 
[Daniel exits stage left. The Nurses cross to the cabinet and remove cleaning supplies. 
They begin cleaning the already clean room. Mary enters stage right, carrying the same 
basket, but with new linens.] 
MARY: Thank the Lord. A nurse from another ward had some linens freshly done and 
offered to wash mine for me. 
[Mary pauses when she sees the empty bed.] 
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MARY: What happened to Dan-Mr. Shipman? 
FIRST NURSE: He has left us. 
SECOND NURSE: He has gone to a far better place. 
[Mary has to sit down on the nearest bed, almost dropping the basket beside her.} 
THIRD NURSE: Well, he's gone back to Illinois, so that's debatable. 
MARY: Land sakes, I thought he was dead. Why must everyone be so dramatic all the 
time? 
[Mary picks the basket up again and crosses to the cabinet to begin putting the linens 
away. She is annoyed, but also strangely relieved.} 
FIRST NURSE: Have a care for those linens, we don't need the surgeon harassing us 
agam. 
SECOND NURSE: This hospital would run so much smoother if he left us to our own 
devices. 
THIRD NURSE: The same could be said for the world. 
MARY: Mr. Shipman didn't seem such a bad sort. 
THIRD NURSE: Then why didn't you accept his proposal? 
[Everyone stops.} 
MARY: I suppose because I have lost my trust in the kindness of men. 
FIRST NURSE: Me too 
[Pause} 
SECOND NURSE: Me too 
[Pause} 
THIRD NURSE: Me too 
MARY: I was once innocent and did not know I was meant to be afraid of those close to 
me more than those out in the world. 
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FIRST NURSE: Me too. 
SECOND NURSE: Me too. 
THIRD NURSE: Me too. 
MARY: I was violated by a man my community trusted and no one warned me to be 
wary of. 
FIRST NURSE: Me I too. 
SECOND NURSE: Me I too. 
THIRD NURSE: Me too. 
MARY: I was made to feel broken and ashamed while he was left to walk in the light. 
FIRST, SECOND, & THIRD NURSE: Me too. 
MARY: But, I know that there are still good men in the world. I simply don't know who 
they are. I don't know who to trust. 
FIRST, SECOND, & THIRD NURSE: Me too. 
MARY: I live in hope that someday there will be no doubt, and no one will ever suffer as 
I did ever again. 
FIRST, SECOND, & THIRD NURSE: Me too. 
[The women start working again in silence.} 
FIRST NURSE: I must write out some orders for more supplies. [exits] 
SECOND NURSE: I must see to some of my patients in the other ward. [exits] 
THIRD NURSE: I must speak to the head nurse about incoming patients. [exits] 
[Mary sits, her basket empty. She rubs her stomach and speaks to her baby.] 
MARY: Maybe I'm doing you some bit of harm not getting you a da right away. But I 
think we'll make a go of it just fine. After all, I ran a long way to get free of the man 
who gave you to me. I'm in no great hurry to tie myself to someone so quickly. There'll 
be dark days ahead, but I think, with God on our shoulders, we'll make it through to 
glory. 
[Mary sings] 
A bird on the wing 
Caught up in a storm, 
Worried and battered 
Washed up in the mom 
0 fly away birdie 
Take heart and take wing 
Fly high above troubles 
Don't forget how to sing 
A sailor did find her 
He cradled her near 
He nursed her to health 
Her song he ne'er did hear 
0 fly away birdie 
Take heart and take wing 
Fly high above troubles 
Don't forget how to sing 
So he let her go free 
Though it made his heart ache 
And as she flew 'way 
Her song it did break 
0 fly away birdie 
Take heart and take wing 
Fly high above troubles 
Don't forget how to sing 
0 fly away birdie 
Take heart and take wing 
Fly high above troubles 
Don't forget how to sing 
[Mary thinks a moment before standing. She looks out over the audience.} 
I wonder how long it takes for a letter to get to Dunn? 
[The stage goes dark as Mary exits.} 
END 
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Part III - Screenplay 
Dreams of a Home 
FADE IN 
INT . THE MCGOVERN COTTAGE - LATE AFTERNOON 
A woman ' s  voi ce can be heard humming a Gae l i c  lul laby as the 
scene revolves around a sma l l  I r i sh cottage . I t  i s  ful l o f  wel l ­
worn furniture , but i t  i s  as neat as i t  can poss ibly be with a 
sma l l  income . 
A woman , MRS . McGOVERN , can be s een out o f  one window . She i s  
pul l ing c l othing o f f  the l ine and folding i t  qui ckly and 
e f f i c i ently . She is the s ource of the lul l aby . The s c ene moves on 
and a s teady scraping s ound can be heard as MARY i s  revealed . She 
i s  s tanding at the sma l l  stove , s t irring a large pot . 
Mary does her j ob wi thout expre s s i on .  She i s  pretty , but her 
expre s s ion is dul l  and pinched . She shi f t s  in di scomfort and 
occas i onal ly rubs her lower back . The humming gets l ouder and 
Mrs . McGovern walks into the ki tchen / l iving area with her c l ean 
basket of c l othes . When she sees Mary , she stops humming and 
l ooks c l osely at the c ontents o f  the pot . 
Smoke s tarts tra i l ing out o f  the oven . Mrs . McGovern gasps , put s  
her basket down , runs over to the stove and pushes Mary out o f  
the way . She grabs the thi ck towel hanging o n  the s ide o f  the 
stove , opens the oven , and pul l s  out a hal f -burnt loaf of bread . 
MRS . MCGOVERN 
Mary , you ' ve got to watch what 
you ' re doin ' ! You ' ve gone and 
burnt the bread . Now we ' re like 
to break our teeth . 
Mrs . McGovern sets the loaf on the tabl e and glares at i t . 
MARY 
Sorry , Ma . 
MRS . MCGOVERN 
Don ' t  be sorry ,  j us t  be more 
careful . Lord have mercy . You 
almo s t  s l ept thi s morning away and 
now you look as though you ' re l ike 
to fall a s l eep in the s tew .  
Honestly ,  chi l d ,  I don ' t  know 
where your head ' s  at thes e  days . 
Mrs . McGovern goes back to the laundry at the door as a young 
boy , MICHAEL , c omes in the door carrying hi s own basket . Mary 
barely looks at him as she surveys the blackened end o f  the 
bread . Mrs . McGovern f rowns at her daughter . 
MRS . MCGOVERN 
Quit your daydreaming , chi ld ,  and 
stir the stew .  I won ' t  have you 
turning our ent i re Eas ter supper 
into ashes . Otherwi s e  i t ' l l be 
cold porridge and burnt bread to 
honor the risen Lord , and I feel 
as though Jesus would obj ect to 
that as much as we would .  
Mary goes back to s t i rring the s tew .  
MARY 
Yes , Ma . 
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( CONT ' D ) 
Michael sneaks behind Mrs . McGovern and reaches for the l ight 
s ide o f  the bed . Mrs . McGovern whirls  around and smacks hi s hand . 
MRS . MCGOVERN 
MICHAEL PATRICK MCGOVERN , i f  you 
even think o f  touching that bread 
be fore supper , I ' l l have your 
father whip you s o ' s  you can ' t  s i t  
t o  eat . 
CU o f  Mary as she smi les for the f i rs t  t ime . She keeps her face 
down and c ontinues s t i rring . Mrs . McGovern grabs Michael by the 
ear and moves him to the stove . 
MRS . MCGOVERN 
Mary , leave that for a moment and 
come here . Michael can keep the 
devi l out of his idle hands and 
stir for a bit . 
MICHAEL 
But , Ma . I didn ' t  do nothing . 
MRS . MCGOVERN 
Save your whining , Mi chael . I ' m in 
no mood for i t . 
( CONT ' D ) 
Michael drags his feet over to Mary who hands him the spoon . 
Michael glares at her , making Mary shrug . Mrs . McGovern points to 
the basket Michael brought in and picks up the basket she brought 
in . She waits for Mary be f ore going into the room . 
MRS . MCGOVERN 
Come along , Mary . 
INT . THE MCGOVERN ' S  BEDROOM 
( CONT ' D ) 
CU o f  a dark purple dre s s  with lavender trimmings and ivory 
tatt ing around the neckl ine and wri s t s / cuf f s  on the bed . A 
lavender ribbon i s  draped on top o f  the dres s ' s  ful l skirt . 
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CU o f  Mary as she drops the basket on the bed and looks happily 
shocked . 
Mrs . McGovern puts her basket down and watches Mary touch the 
dres s .  Mary looks up with her f irst smi l e . 
MARY 
Ma , i t ' s  grand . Who- -when did you 
have t ime to make thi s ?  
MRS . MCGOVERN 
Never you mind the t ime . Come 
now , try i t  on ! I certainly 
didn ' t  make i t  for s i t t ing on my 
bed . 
The women laugh and Mary quickly takes o f f  her dres s  and throws 
it on the bed . She i s  only dres s ed in her chemi s e , drawers , and 
s tockings . Mrs . McGovern hands Mary the new dres s  and helps Mary 
step into the skirt . 
MARY 
How did you get the mus l in ?  I 
thought the Americans were s t i l l  
a t  war amongst themse lves . 
MRS . MCGOVERN 
The war ended a few months back . 
Kathleen helped me get s ome as 
s oon as the f irst ship f rom the 
North landed in Cork . 
Mary has her arms in the s l eeves and turns to let Mrs . McGovern 
button up the back . Mrs . McGovern s tarts at the bottom and only 
gets two buttons done be f ore the f abric i s  pul l ed too tight to 
get the next one in . 
CU o f  Mrs . McGovern l ooking c onfused . 
CU o f  Mrs . McGovern ' s  hands as she s tarts f rom the top and 
buttons the dres s  unt i l  she reaches Mary ' s wai s t .  
The dres s  gapes open at the back where f our buttons c an ' t  reach 
the i r  holes . Mrs . McGovern pul l s  the f abric tight . Mary sucks in 
her breath , but the buttons s t i l l  won ' t  qui te reach . 
MRS . MCGOVERN 
I don ' t  unders tand . 
Mrs . McGovern walks around Mary and inspec t s  her work . 
MRS . MCGOVERN 
( muttering to hers el f )  
I think I ' ve set the wai s t  too 
l ow .  
( To Mary ) 
( CONT ' D ) 
( CONT ' D ) 
I t ' s  cutting acro s s  your s tomach . 
Then again , you ' ve always been 
such a bean pol e ,  I ' d never think 
that would do a bit o f  harm . 
Mary ' s head i s  bowed . 
MARY 
( whi spering ) 
I t ' s  a l i t t l e  tight in the bos om 
too . 
CU o f  Mrs . McGovern as her head shoots up . 
MRS . MCGOVERN 
Take o f f  the dres s .  
cu o f  Mary . She i s  confused and a l i ttle scared . 
Mrs . McGovern turns Mary around roughly . 
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CU o f  Mrs . McGovern ' s  hand as she f rantically unbuttons the 
dress . 
CU o f  the dres s  pooled on the f l oor . 
CU o f  Mrs . McGovern ' s  face . The s c ene pul l s  back f rom her face as 
she l ooks Mary up and down , reveal ing Mary shivering in her 
underwear . 
MRS . MCGOVERN 
Take o f f  your underthings . 
MARY 
Ma , I can ' t - -
MRS . MCGOVERN 
Mary E l i z abeth McGovern , you wi l l  
do a s  I say o r  you wi l l  leave thi s 
house with nothing but thos e  
underthings o n  your sorry body . 
( CONT ' D ) 
CU o f  Mary ' s f eet as her drawers and chemi s e  j oin the dres s .  Mrs . 
McGovern gasps and Mary ' s feet shi ft back s l ight ly . 
CU o f  Mrs . McGovern wi th her hand over her mouth , shaking her 
head . 
Mrs . McGovern c ros ses hers e l f  and grasps the sma l l  wooden cross 
around her neck . 
MRS . MCGOVERN 
What have you gone and done to 
yours e l f , girl ? You ' ve given 
yoursel f away and I don ' t  what ' s  
to become o f  you . . .  or us . 
( CONT ' D ) 
MARY 
Ma , what do you mean ? 
MRS . MCGOVERN 
Get dressed . Your da wi l l  be home 
s oon . Though only God knows what 
wi l l  happen then . 
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Mrs . McGovern c ros ses hersel f again and sweeps f rom the room . 
Mary c lutches her chemi se to her ches t . She i s  trembl ing and 
j umps when the outer door opens and shuts . 
CU of the hal f open doorway as Mr . McGovern walks by . 
MRS . MCGOVERN ( OS )  
Michael , go down to the vi l lage and see i f  anyone has s ome spare 
bread you can trade for a bit o f  mus l in . Your s i ster ' s  gone and 
burnt thi s loaf beyond eating . 
CU o f  Mary f l inching . She has her underthings back on and i s  
reaching f o r  her dres s .  
MR .  MCGOVERN ( OS )  
I t  doesn ' t  l ook as bad as a l l  
that . 
MRS . MCGOVERN ( OS )  
He ' l l do as he ' s  asked or I ' l l see 
to i t  no one eats a thing be f ore 
Eas ter morning . 
Mary i s  dres s ed . She care ful ly pi cks the Eas ter dres s  o f f  the 
f l oor and holds it out . She sets the dres s  on the bed where i t  
was be f ore and put s the ribbon back . I t  looks almo s t  exactly like 
i t  did be f ore Mary came in the room .  
MR .  MCGOVERN ( OS )  
You ' re in a fair mood . Go on , 
boy , do as your ma asks . I ' l l not 
be s tarving in my bed tonight . 
Mary moves c l oser to the door . The outer door i s  opened and 
c l osed again . 
MR .  MCGOVERN ( OS )  
So , what has you riled . 
MRS . MCGOVERN ( OS )  
That s inful chi ld has ruined us 
a l l . 
Mary peeks out the doo r . 
INT . THE MAIN ROOM 
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Mrs . McGovern i s  s i tting in a chai r  at the table with her head in 
her hands . Mr . McGovern put s  a hand on her shoulder , l ooks up to 
f ind Mary in the doorway and smi l e s . 
MR .  MCGOVERN 
Whi ch chi ld? We ' ve two you know . 
Mrs . McGovern stands up suddenly , f orc ing Mr . McGovern back . 
MRS . MCGOVERN 
Thi s  i s  no laughing mat ter . She ' s  
gone and gotten hers e l f  pregnant 
and only she and God knows who the 
father i s . 
INT . THE MCGOVERN ' S  BEDROOM 
Mary c o l l apses against the wal l  and put s  her hand on her stomach . 
Things are coming together for her in the wors t  poss ible way . 
A hand grabs Mary ' s upper arm and wrenches her away f rom the 
wal l . 
INT . THE MAIN ROOM 
Mr . McGovern has Mary ' s arm in a painful grip . He shoves her away 
f rom him and c onfronts her . 
MR .  MCGOVERN 
I s  thi s true ? 
Mary doesn ' t  answer ; tears in her eyes . 
CU o f  the f l oor at the s ound o f  f l esh hitting f l esh . Mary fal l s  
to the f l oor sobbing and clutching her cheek . 
MR .  MCGOVERN ( OS )  
( shout ing ) 
I s  i t  true? 
MARY 
I don ' t - - I  don ' t  know- - "  
MRS . MCGOVERN 
Do you even know who the father 
i s ?  Jesus , Mary and Jo seph , what 
have we done to deserve thi s ?  
Mrs . McGovern drops her head i n  her hands again and begins 
weeping . 
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CU o f  Mary as she remembers . She begins c rying harder and hugs 
hers e l f  as i f  to protect hers e l f  f rom the accusations and the 
truth . 
Mr . McGovern j erks Mary o f f  the f l oo r  and drags her past Mrs . 
McGovern . 
MR . MCGOVERN 
We ' re taking you to the nuns . 
I ' l l not have a whore l iving 
under my roo f . 
He shoves Mary through the door . 
CU of the s tew as i t  boi l s  over , burnt and inedibl e .  Mrs . 
McGovern ' s  qui et sobs and Mary ' s  pleas for mercy are drowned out 
by the boi l ing stew .  
FADE TO BLACK : 
INT . A SMALL CLOI STER CELL - AN HOUR BEFORE DAWN 
The room i s  dark with only a sma l l  window a l l owing some moonlight 
in . There i s  only a sma l l , iron bed and a s ide tabl e with a 
chipped, whi te pitcher furni shing the room . 
Mary i s  wide awake , curled in on hers e l f  on the narrow bed wi th a 
thin blanket c overing her . She i s  no l onger c rying , but her eyes 
are red and her face i s  pal e . 
Someone knocks qui etly and Mary s i ts up s l owly . The knock c ome s 
again , only a l i t t l e  louder than before . Mary stands and pul l s  
the blanket around her shoulder . 
TERESA ( OS )  
Mary 
Mary pauses . 
CU o f  the Judas hole door . Mary ' s  hand opens the tiny door and 
reveals a young woman in a novi t iate ' s  habit and f rant i c  eyes . 
cu o f  Mary . 
MARY 
What do you want ? 
CU o f  Teresa . 
TERESA 
Ah , Mary , tell me i t ' s  not true . 
CU o f  an angry Mary . 
TERESA ( O S )  
You were always such a s ens ible 
girl . How did you a l l ow such a 
thing ? I s  the man not wi l l ing to 
do right by you? 
MARY 
He ' s  done me too many wrongs to 
s tart do ing right by me now . 
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( CONT ' D ) 
CU o f  Teresa .  She i s  shocked at f i rs t , but then speculative . 
TERESA 
Who was i t , Mary? 
Teresa wai t s , but Mary won ' t  answer . 
TERESA 
I promi se you , Mary , I won ' t  
breathe a word o f  i t . 
Mary i s  suspi c i ous . 
MARY 
Thi s i sn ' t  l ike when we were 
girls , Saoirse . . .  I mean Novi tiate 
Teres a .  
TERESA 
Don ' t  take that tone with me , 
Mary . Don ' t  f orget , I ' m the one 
who helped you hide the pieces o f  
Father MacLaughl in ' s  pri z ed vas e  
be fore he died . I didn ' t  betray 
you when we were twelve and I 
won ' t  betray you now . Jus t  because 
I ' m becoming a nun doesn ' t  mean 
I ' m not s t i l l  your friend . 
Mary i s  torn . 
MARY 
I - - I  can ' t .  Even you wouldn ' t  
bel i eve me thi s t ime . No one wi l l  
ever bel i eve me . 
( CONT ' D ) 
CU o f  Teresa . She c l oses her eyes in pain before l ooking at Mary 
with determined anger . 
TERESA 
Say no more , l ove . I wish to God 
you were the f i r s t  . . .  and the last . 
I hope God wi l l  forgive his 
hypocritical s oul , because I don ' t  
think I can . 
Teresa hes i tates . 
TERESA 
Your parents have asked that you 
be sent to the nearest Magdal ene 
asylum . 
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( CONT ' D ) 
Mary pul l s  away f rom the door and put s a f i s t  to her ches t . 
MARY 
I won ' t  go there . I won ' t  be 
f orced to spend my days doing 
laundry for other folk who only 
look down on me for s omething not 
of my doing . 
TERESA 
You ' ve had precious l i t t l e  choice 
in all thi s . So I would know what 
you would do wi th your l i fe i f  I 
help you l eave this place? 
MARY 
I - - I  don ' t  know . I ' ve never 
thought o f  l i fe out s ide thi s 
vi l lage . 
TERESA 
Not once ?  
MARY 
Wel l , I ' m hardly abl e to run to 
America and j o in the c i rcus now , 
am I ?  Even i f  the war i s  over , I 
don ' t think I ' l l be in any shape 
to f ly on a trape ze in my 
c ondi t i on . 
TERESA 
No . . .  I suppose not . But perhaps 
you can s t i l l  run to America? 
Mary i s  s tunned . 
MARY 
No . . .  no . I can ' t  po s s ibly make i t  
to America o n  my own . I ' ve no 
money . And who ' l l hi re a pregnant 
lass with no husband? 
TERESA 
Mary , when have you ever f ound me 
lacking a plan? 
Teresa di sappears f rom the Judas hole . Mary put s  her face against 
the opening , trying to see what is making the s c ratching noi ses 
against the door . 
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After a qui et c l i ck , the door swings open on wel l - greased hinge s 
reveal ing Teresa s tanding in a dark hal lway . She i s  tucking lock 
pi cks back into her habi t and giving Mary a devi l i sh smi le . 
MARY 
I ' d  have thought a year with the 
nuns would have cured you o f  your 
l ock-pi cking . 
TERESA 
Somet imes God gives us g i f t s  and 
it i s  up to us to keep them sharp . 
Mary and Teresa smi l e  at each other . Mary f o l l ows Teresa into the 
hal lway . 
INT . THE CONVENT KITCHEN 
Teresa s tuf f s  s ome stale bread into a bag Mary i s  holding open . 
I t  i s  already bulging with spare c l othes . Mary ties the bag 
c l os ed and s l ings it over a shoulder . 
Teresa walks to the door l eading outs ide and mot i ons Mary over . 
EXT . THE CONVENT GARDEN 
The garden i s  sma l l  and only beginning to bloom .  The church 
stands one hundred f eet away . Teresa begins walking towards the 
rectory set a few feet away from the back of the church . 
MARY 
Where are you taking me ? 
Teresa shushes Mary as they approach the rectory . 
EXT . THE RECTORY 
Teresa kneels in f ront of the door and pul l s  out her lock-pi cks . 
Mary put s a hand on her shoulder , stopping her be f ore she touches 
them to the l ock . 
MARY 
( whi spering ) 
Are you sure? 
TERESA 
( whi spering ) 
Mary , you need to f ind your way 
f rom Mayo to Cork and buy pas sage 
to Ameri ca . Father McNi sh i s  the 
only one with the money to do 
that . 
MARY 
Won ' t  he hear us ? 
TERESA 
He ' s  j us t  said the Eas ter mas s . 
What do you think happens to a l l  
the wine the parishioners don ' t  
drink for c ommunion ?  
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Mary pul l s  her hand away and nods . Teresa turns back to the door 
and applies her pi cks . The door swings open on another set o f  
we l l - greas ed hinges . 
TERESA 
Bes i des , i sn ' t  it hims e l f  who 
preaches about men providing for 
thei r  o f f spring? S eems a fair bit 
o f  j ustice in thi s s i tuat ion . 
And , God wi l l  unders tand , even i f  
no one e l s e  around here wi l l . 
INT . THE RECTORY 
Mary and Teresa s tep through the door and hear ratt l ing snores 
c oming f rom further in the hous e . They walk to a partial ly open 
oak door and Teresa pushes it open . 
The hinges o f  this door squeak s l ightly . The snoring hal t s  for a 
second . 
CU o f  the women as they both ho l d  their breath . 
CU o f  the door as the snoring resumes , louder than before . 
INT . FATHER MCNI SH ' S  OFFICE 
Teresa steps in f i rst and s tops . Mary pokes Teresa who turns 
around and points at the de sk . 
CU o f  Father McNi sh . He i s  hands ome and in his mid-thirties . He 
i s  s lumped in a chair on the s ide where parishioners usua l ly s i t . 
One hal f - full bott le o f  wine i s  wedged between his s ide and the 
chair in danger o f  spi l l ing . Four more bottles are strewn around 
the l egs o f  the chair and Father McNi sh . 
CU o f  Mary . She looks ready to f aint . 
Teresa put s  a steadying hand on Mary ' s  elbow . Mary pul l s  in a 
rough breath and looks at Teresa . Teresa mot i ons for Mary to stay 
where she i s  and walks to the other s ide o f  the desk . 
Mary ' s gaze i s  drawn back to Father McNi sh . 
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Teresa s earches the desk and f inds a l ocked drawer . She uses her 
picks again and opens the drawer . A qui ck gasp and smi le pul l  
Mary ' s attent ion away f rom Father McNi sh . 
cu o f  Teresa as she pul l s  out a fat l eather purs e .  
Teresa sneaks around the desk again and mot i ons Mary out the 
door . Mary waits for Teresa to move through the door . She looks 
at Father McNi sh one last t ime . She is determined , but s t i l l  
qui et , as she shuts the door . 
EXT . IN FRONT OF THE CHURCH 
The night is turning into predawn . I t ' s  s l ightly brighter than 
bef ore and the moon has moved toward the hori z on . Mary l ooks out 
at the road leading out of the vi l l age . I t  i s  open and ful l o f  
gra s s  and a few f reshly planted f i e lds . 
Teresa takes Mary ' s  wri s t  and put s  the l eather purs e  in Mary ' s 
open hand . Mary tries to pul l  away wi thout the purs e .  
MARY 
Saor - - S i ster Teresa , I can ' t  take 
it a l l . You ' ve already given me s o  
many supplies . 
TERESA 
Nons ense . All I ' ve given you i s  an 
extra set of c l othes f rom the poor 
box and s ome stale bread and hard 
chees e  that won ' t  be mi s s ed during 
the Easter festivi ties 
tomorrow . . .  today . Bes i des , thi s 
i sn ' t  church money . Or at least 
i t ' s  the money from the church 
he ' s  already skimmed o f f  the top . 
Seems fair as fair can be that you 
take it and make better use o f  the 
Lord ' s money than hims e l f  ever 
would . 
Mary l ooks at the ful l purse and then Teresa ' s  s tubborn face . 
Fina l ly ,  she nods and grips the purs e .  Teresa lets go o f  Mary ' s  
wri s t  and Mary puts the purse in her bag . 
Teresa hes i tates and then turns to walk away . Mary grabs her and 
pul l s  her into a tight hug . Teresa doesn ' t  hes i tate now and 
returns Mary ' s  grip . 
As they pul l away , there are tears in thei r  eyes . 
MARY 
What- -what do you think they ' l l 
say about me after I ' ve gone ? 
TERESA 
Wel l ,  I made certain to rel ock 
your cell  door , so they ' l l 
certainly say your escape was a 
mi rac l e . 
Mary c overs her mouth to keep f rom l aughing out l oud . 
MARY 
But my parent s . The vi l lagers . 
They ' l l a l l  say I was a s trumpet 
who didn ' t  even have the c ourage 
to face my punishment . 
TERESA 
I ' m a frai d we none of us have any 
control over the s tories people 
tell about us . All  we can do is 
l ive with God on our shoulder and 
walk where he l eads . 
MARY 
But what about the people I mee t ?  
Won ' t  they j ust think the same as 
everyone here does ? 
Pierce 79 
Teresa s l ips the sma l l  gold ring o f  her order f rom the ring 
f inger o f  her right hand . Mary pul l s  away but Teresa grabs her 
left hand . 
MARY 
No , I c ouldn ' t � 
Teresa s l ips the ring onto Mary ' s  f inger . 
MARY 
They ' l l know you helped me . 
TERESA 
Dear girl , do you think my 
forget fulnes s  has changed one whi t  
s ince becoming a nun ? Perhaps 
another decade or two of praying 
wi l l  cure my habit o f  mi splac ing 
things , l ike your mother ' s  
favorite egg spoon . Unt i l  then , 
I ' l l be praying for your safe 
j ourney and the health o f  that 
chi ld and yoursel f . 
Mary pul l s  Teresa in for another tight hug . 
CU o f  Mary wiping tears away with one hand . 
CU o f  Teresa doing the same . 
The women pul l  apart and smi l e . 
( CONT ' D ) 
TERESA 
Now , o f f  with you be fore Mother 
Cons tance l ives up to her name and 
does a bed check for no other 
reason than because her lumbago 
has her up at a l l  hours of the 
night . 
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( CONT ' D ) 
Mary nods and hoi s t s  her bag over her shoulder again . Teresa 
opens the church gate and watches Mary walk away . 
EXT . THE ROAD 
Mary turns back to l ook at the church gate , but Teresa i s  gone . 
She breathes deeply and turns back towards the open road . 
EXT . A HILL OVERLOOKING THE VILLAGE 
The sun begins to ri s e  to Mary ' s left  as she walks away f rom the 
vi l lage . She stops and turns for one last l ook at the place she 
c a l l ed home for 17 years . 
CU o f  a sma l l  cottage on the far edge o f  the vi l lage . 
CU o f  Mary as she squints to see better . 
Mary s i ghs and begins to cry a l i ttle . She s tands there for a 
moment when her head snaps down and her hand f l ie s  to her 
stomach .  She is afraid for a moment ,  but then begins to smi l e  and 
stops c rying . 
MARY 
So , l i ttle one , you ' re ready to 
l eave are you ? 
Mary moves her hand and s tarts laughing . 
MARY 
I f  you ' re hal f  as impat i ent as me 
we ' l l have an interes ting t ime o f  
things you and I .  
( CONT ' D ) 
Mary l ooks at the vi l l age one last t ime , tightens her grip on her 
s tomach , readj us t s  the bag on her shoulder , and turns around . Her 
s teps are l ighter and she is s t i l l  smi l ing as she walks . The 
vi l l age qui ckly di s appears behind the hi l l . 
FADE TO BLACK : 
EXT . THE DECK OF A SHIP - EARLY AFTERNOON 
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I t  i s  a bright June day . Mary l eans over the metal rai l ing o f  an 
i ron s teamer . Her bag s i ts next to her with the strap wrapped 
around one ankl e .  The s ound o f  retching can be heard over the 
sounds of pas s engers and the c rew , who are cal l ing out orders and 
repl ies as the ship c omes into port . 
CUT TO : 
EXT . BOSTON HARBOR 
Other steamers mix with s a i l ing ves s e l s  in the busy harbor . The 
ships are a l l  at di f f erent points in thei r  j ourney . Some are 
l eaving , s ome are docking , and others are l oading or unloading 
c argo . The busy docks are al ive with people shouting and bustl ing 
past each other as they buy , s el l , work , and genera l ly behave 
l ike a mas s  o f  humani ty . 
CUT TO : 
EXT . THE DECK OF THE SHIP 
cu o f  Mary as she looks out over everything . Her hands grip the 
rai l ing ,  turning her knuckles as whi te as her face . 
A sma l l  woman with long hai r  pul l ed into a loose bun - CARA 
KENNEDY - pul l s  a handsome , tal l ,  gangly man - RONAN KENNEDY -
behind her through a c rowd o f  pas s engers who l ook at Mary 
askance . Ronan i s  res i gned to being dragged around the ship as he 
readj usts a sui tcase in his hand . 
We pul l back to s ee Mary i s  at l east s ix months pregnant now . Her 
hair is shorter now . Instead of fal l ing to her wai s t ,  it barely 
touches her shoulders .  
CARA 
Mary , las s , i s  the babe giving you 
f i t s  again ? 
MARY 
I don ' t  think he ' s  l ikes going 
into port at Boston any more than 
he liked going out at Cork . The 
wee thing wants to be on dry l and 
almost as much as I do . 
RONAN 
Cara , Mary , c ome along . The s ooner 
we can leave the boat and put our 
feet on s o l i d  ground , the sooner 
Mary wi l l  feel better . 
Ronan takes Mary ' s  arm and guides her and Cara back towards the 
c rowd . Nei ther he nor Cara sees Mary f l inch at the touch . 
CARA 
Good idea , l ove . Mary , you s tay 
c lose to Ronan and me . We don ' t  
want to lose each other in the 
c rush . 
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Ronan and Cara push to move c l o ser to the f ront o f  the crowd 
wai t ing for the ship to f inish docking . Thos e  who saw Mary being 
s i ck move as far away as pos s ibl e . 
MARY 
You ' ve both al ready been s o  kind . 
I can ' t  impose on you anymore . 
CARA 
( s cof f s } 
Don ' t  be a goos e . You ' re a widow 
al one in a new land . What kind o f  
friends would we be i f  we cut you 
adri f t ?  
Mary tries t o  protest again . 
CARA 
No , what kind o f  I ri shmen woul d  we 
be i f  we abandoned our c ountry 
woman? 
( CONT ' D ) 
Ronan rolls his eyes at Cara ' s  nat i ona l i sm and smi les at Mary . 
Mary smi les back and shrugs . 
MARY 
How c an I pos s ibly argue with 
that ? 
CARA 
Easy . You can ' t !  
EXT . BOSTON HARBOR - THE END OF THE GANGPLANK 
CUT TO : 
Dozens o f  people move around the gangplank whi l e  the pas s engers 
di s embark from the ship . Ronan and Cara appear with Mary 
f o l l owing right behind them . Ronan keeps a hold o f  Cara ' s  arm 
whi l e  she j umps up and down l ooking for s omeone . 
The crowd pushes the trio forward and almo s t  separates them . 
Cara f inal ly f inds who she i s  looking for , squeal s , grabs Mary ' s  
hand , and drags them a l l  forward . 
cu o f  ELI ZABETH FITZPATRICK grinning . She i s  in her mid- forties 
with i ron-gray hair in a s evere bun . 
CARA 
Aunt E l i z abeth ! 
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Cara shakes Ronan ' s  hand o f f  her arm , releases Mary ' s  hand , and 
throws her arms around E l i z abeth . Cara almo s t  knocks her aunt 
over and everyone laughs . 
ELI ZABETH 
Dear Cara , let me look at you ! 
E l i z abeth pul l s  away but keeps her hands on Cara ' s  shoulders a s  
she looks the younger woman up and down . 
ELI ZABETH 
Lord , girl , don ' t  you l ook grand? 
I haven ' t  seen you s ince you were 
three , but you ' re the image o f  
your mother . I knew you the moment 
I saw you . 
CARA 
I was about to say the s ame . I 
suppose the Call oway f ami ly breeds 
true . Al though� 
Cara pul l s  Ronan forward 
CARA 
I ' m a Kennedy now ! 
( CONT ' D ) 
( CONT ' D ) 
Ronan put s  his hand out . E l i z abeth knocks i t  as ide and hugs him 
j us t  l ike she did Cara . 
ELIZABETH 
Sure , and you mus t  be Ronan ! I t ' s  
such a pleasure to meet you . I 
c an ' t  say how happy I am you ' ve 
brought my Cara here . I t ' s  been 
too long s ince I ' ve s een my 
fami ly .  
Ronan looks uncomfortable whi l e  Cara laughs . 
E l i z abeth pul l s  away and spi es Mary hanging back . She smi les in 
wel c ome . 
ELIZABETH 
And who ' s  thi s now? 
Cara pul l s  Mary forward . 
CARA 
Thi s i s  my new f ri end , Mary . 
Cara l eans towards E l i z abeth and whi spers l oudly . 
CARA 
The poor dear lost her husband 
j ust a month after they married . 
She ' s  no f ami ly who could take in 
her and her babe , so she decided 
( CONT ' D ) 
( CONT ' D ) 
to make a new l i f e  here in 
America . 
E l i z abeth gasps and touches her heart . 
ELI ZABETH 
And you ' ve no one here in America 
to help you ? 
Mary reluctantly shakes her head . 
ELI ZABETH 
Wel l , that i s  the braves t  thing 
I ' ve ever heard . 
CARA 
Aunt E l i z abeth? I told Mary you 
might be abl e  to help her l ike 
you ' re he lp ing me and Ronan . 
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( CONT ' D ) 
E l i z abeth hes i tates . Mary begins to pul l  away , but E l i zabeth 
stops her . 
ELI ZABETH 
I ' m a f raid I don ' t  have another 
spare room ,  but you ' re welcome to 
s tay with us for a f ew days . In 
fact , I might know . . .  that wi l l  be 
perfect ! 
Mary , Cara , and Ronan are c onfused . 
ELI ZABETH 
Come along , chi ldren . Mr . 
Fit zpatrick has been talking about 
making hims e l f  an o f f  ice by 
putt ing a l l  the chi ldren in one 
room ,  but now I think it would be 
perfect for you and your l i ttle 
one , Mary . 
( CONT ' D ) 
Mary i s  daz ed as E l i z abeth pul l s  her down the s treet s t i l l  
chattering . Cara i s  exc i ted and Ronan i s  res i gned to be ing pul l ed 
around again . 
FADE TO BLACK : 
INT . THE FITZPATRICK DINING ROOM - THAT NIGHT 
Mary , Cara , Ronan , and the Fit zpatrick fami ly - E l i z abeth , her 
husband , and three chi l dren - are pas s ing around f ood to put on 
the ir plates . Mary is s t i l l  a little daz ed as she takes in the 
enthus iastic fami ly . 
Cara takes a plate o f  potatoes from E l i z abeth . 
CARA 
Aunt i e ,  were you abl e to talk to 
the head nurs e ?  
ELI ZABETH 
Don ' t  worry , l ove , i t ' s  a l l  taken 
care o f . You ' l l be taking on 
dut ies tomorrow i f  you feel up to 
i t . 
CARA 
Did you hear that , Ronan ? I ' l l be 
earning money right away , s o  
you ' ve plenty o f  t ime to find a 
j ob !  
RONAN 
I heard , pet . Mr . F i t zpatrick,  
where would you suggest I s tart ? 
MR . F I ZTPATRICK 
Wel l ,  there ' s  pl enty of factory 
j obs or work down at the docks . 
Though i f  you ' ve a mind to work 
the docks you ' l l have to fight the 
dagos and eyeties for i t . They 
don ' t  like us Iri sh much,  but 
we ' re fas t outnumbering them . 
CARA 
Maybe you should stick to the 
factories then . I ' d  hate for you 
to have to fight s omeone for work . 
Best to s tay safe . 
Ronan pats Cara ' s  hand and nods . 
CARA 
Aunt i e ,  I told Mary about you 
helping me become a nurs e .  Do you 
think you c ould help her as wel l ?  
ELI ZABETH 
I ' m sorry ,  lass , but there ' s  no 
hope they ' d  hire her on as a nurs e  
in her condi t i on . 
E l i z abeth holds up a hand when Cara begins to protes t . 
ELI ZABETH 
Hold on . That doesn ' t  mean there ' s  
nothing at the hospital . One o f  
the other nurses j us t  t o l d  me that 
one of the women in the l aundry 
got married and moved with her 
husband to hi s fami ly in 
Lancas ter , so we might see i f  we 
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( CONT ' D ) 
( CONT ' D ) 
c an talk to the head laundres s  
about taking the j ob . . .  i f  i t ' s  not 
al ready been snapped up . 
Cara grips Mary ' s hand and gives her an encouraging smi l e . 
MARY 
I would apprec iate i t ,  Mrs . 
F i t zpatrick . You ' ve al ready he lped 
me so much , but I know Cara won ' t  
let me say no . 
CARA 
I ' l l not hear o f  i t . You ' re s tuck 
with me , girl . 
Everyone laughs . Mary looks around the table with hope . 
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FADE TO BLACK : 
EXT . MAS SACHUSETTS GENERAL HOSPITAL - BACK ENTRANCE - SUNRI SE 
E l i z abeth walks bri skly among the other men and women , leading 
Mary and Cara to the hospital ' s  back entranc e .  Nurses s tand 
around drinking tea and goss iping . 
INT . THE LAUNDRY ROOM - CONTINUOUS 
Five or s ix large rotary washing machines ( wi th hand c ranks and 
rol l ers ) l ine one wal l . Hal f  the room i s  taken up with drying 
sheets , bandages , and other l inens . 
E l i z abeth walks up to a large woman wi th a red face direct ing a 
younger woman turning a hand c rank on the machine . 
ELI ZABETH 
Lavinia , do you have a moment ? 
LAVINIA 
Yes , but only a moment . I ' ve got 
to keep my eye on these l azy girls 
o r  we won ' t  have a c lean c l oth 
anywhere in Mas s  General . 
The young woman turning the c rank behind Lavinia ro l l s  her eyes 
and keeps working . 
ELI ZABETH 
I heard you lost a girl to 
marriage last week . Do you s t i l l  
have need f o r  another pair o f  
hands ? 
LAVINIA 
When have you ever known me to 
turn down a spare pai r of hands ? 
ELI ZABETH 
Oh , good ! Thi s  i s  Mary . She ' s  in 
need o f  work and I know she ' l l get 
on grand with you to watch over 
her . 
Lavinia looks at Mary with di sdain . 
LAVINIA 
You want me to hire some s lut 
who ' l l abandon me in- -wha t ? - ­
another two months ? 
ELI ZABETH 
She ' s  no s lut ! She ' s  a widow in 
need o f  some Chr i s t i an charity . 
And you know as wel l  as I do that 
two months woul d  be more than you 
get out of mos t  o f  your girls . 
LAVINIA 
Did you c ome here to insult me or 
ask a f avor ?  
ELI ZABETH 
I see no reason I c an ' t  make t ime 
for both . 
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Lavinia and E l i z abeth s tare each other down for a moment . Lavinia 
barks wi th laughter and mot i ons Mary forward . 
Mary hes i tates but moves f orward wi th an encouraging push f rom 
E l i z abeth and a nod from Cara . 
LAVINIA 
Come on , girl . I won ' t  bite , but I 
won ' t  let you waste dayl ight . 
We ' ve work to do . You can call me 
Mrs . Cook . 
Mary f o l l ows Lavinia pas t the hanging sheets to a section o f  the 
room where women are f olding the dri ed l aundry at a long tabl e . 
Lavinia mot ions to an empty spot among the folders . 
LAVINIA 
Thi s  is where I ' l l put you mos t  
days , but for now I need s omeone 
to help Agnes col lect and replace 
dirty bed l inens . 
( CONT ' D ) 
Lavinia picks up an empty basket al ong the wal l  and shoves i t  at 
Mary . 
MARY 
Yes , ma ' am .  
LAVINIA 
Good , you ' ve got manners . Make 
sure to use those upstairs with 
the nurses . 
Lavinia guides Mary to a staircase . 
LAVINIA 
I f  they ask you to help them with 
any o f  the pa tients , you l i s ten to 
them . Otherwi s e ,  keep your mouth 
shut and col lect tho se di rty 
l inens qui ck as you can . C l ean 
sheets are s tored in cabinet s  
bes i de each bed . Don ' t  worry about 
replac ing them , that ' s  for another 
set of girl s . 
Lavinia points up the stairs . 
LAVINIA 
Take thes e  up to the second f loor 
and change as many beds as you c an 
f i t  in that basket . Make sure to 
ask any o f  the nurses i f  you need 
to change the sheet s  for s omeone 
who can ' t  move . Don ' t  go trying to 
move people by yourse l f , you ' re 
j us t  l iable to hurt yours e l f  or 
them , and the last thing thi s 
hospi tal needs i s  more beds to 
change . 
Lavinia turns and di sappears behind the drying l inens . 
Mary s tarts up the stairs . 
INT . THE STAIRS 
Pierce 88 
( CONT ' D ) 
( CONT ' D ) 
The stairs are c l os e  and dimly l i t  by thi ck-paned windows . Mary 
can hear people talking and men and women moaning in pain . There 
are occas i onal shrieks that make her j ump s l ightly . 
INT . THE SECOND FLOOR ( CONTINUOUS ) 
The hal lway i s  better l i t . A few nurses and doctors bustle back 
and forth between wards . Mary hes i tates out s i de one door and 
opens it s l owly . 
INT . DANI EL ' S  WARD 
Mary looks into a room holding ten beds - five beneath f ive 
windows and the other f ive against the wal l  that ho lds the door . 
Only three beds are occupied . Two o f  the men ( against the wal l )  
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are asleep ;  DANIEL , the third man ( under a window ) , i s  wide awake 
and looking at Mary . He has a f re sh scar running al ong the left 
s ide o f  his head . 
A nurs e  c omes in f rom a door on the oppos i te end o f  the ward . She 
checks on the two men who are a s l eep be f ore moving to Daniel . He 
smi les at her and winks . 
DANIEL 
We l l  hey there , beaut i ful . Are you 
f inal ly ready to give in and marry 
me ? 
The nurs e  f rowns as she checks the bandage on his head . 
NURSE 
Mr . Shipman , you ' re going to get 
in trouble with the doctor again 
if you keep getting f resh with us . 
DANIEL 
Now , you know I ' m only funnin ' 
thos e  other gal s . I t ' s  you who ' s  
sto len my heart . My day i s  a l l  
sorts o f  bl eak unt i l  you ' ve been 
here . 
The nurs e  tsks at him and turns away . Mary c atches a sma l l  smi le 
on the woman ' s  face that quickly l eaves when she sees Mary . 
NURSE 
What are you standing there for? 
MARY 
I ' m- - I ' m  meant to change the 
sheet s ,  but Mrs . Cook didn ' t  tell 
me where to s tart . 
NURSE 
Ah , then s tart here . Leave those 
men be . Someone can c ome back 
around lunch for their beds . The 
laudanum should ' ve worn o f f  by 
that t ime . 
Mary nods as the nurse s tarts to l eave . As they pas s each other , 
the nurs e  grabs Mary ' s arm . 
NURSE 
You watch that one . He ' s  a charmer 
and he knows i t . 
( CONT ' D ) 
Mary nods and moves to the f irst bed and begins s tripping i t . 
Daniel c l ears his throat . Once Mary has a l l  o f  the bedding o f f  
and i n  her basket , she moves t o  the c abinet by the bed and f inds 
the c l ean l inens Mrs . Cook told her about . 
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Daniel c l ears his throat again . Mary turns around , trying not to 
l ook annoyed . Daniel grins . 
DANIEL 
I don ' t think we ' ve had the 
pleasure , ma ' am .  My name ' s  Dani el , 
what ' s  yours ?  
MARY 
You c an call me . . .  Mrs . McNi sh . 
Mary f ini shes making the bed whi l e  the c onversation cont inues . 
DANIEL 
You don ' t  seem too sure o f  that . 
Got that name f resh I take i t ?  
MARY 
I t ' s  the name I ' l l be us ing from 
now on , yes . 
DANIEL 
What ' s  Mr . McNi sh think of you 
working in a hospi tal ?  
Mary gives Daniel a c onfused look and moves on to the next bed .  
DANIEL 
My ma said s ome mighty odd and 
unkind things about nurses in her 
last l etter . 
MARY 
I ' m sure I don ' t know what she 
could say against nurses , they a l l  
seem perfect ly kind and 
respectabl e to me . And anyway , I ' m 
not a nurse , I ' m a laundress . 
Mary moves to the cabinet , hes i tat ing . 
MARY 
And there i s  no Mr . McNi sh . 
Dani el lets Mary work in s i l ence for a moment . 
Daniel 
You lose him in the war ?  
MARY 
In a manner o f  speaking . 
( CONT ' D ) 
( CONT ' D ) 
Mary i s  abl e to get the next bed ent i re ly stripped and the f i rst 
l inen on be f ore Daniel speaks again . 
CU o f  Daniel wi th a teas ing grin . 
DANIEL 
How ' d  you feel about marrying an 
I l l inoi s  f armboy? 
MARY 
Didn ' t  you j us t  pledge your heart 
to that nurs e  who j us t  l e f t ?  
DANIEL 
She done turned me down for the 
hundredth t ime . Bes i des , you ' re 
the prettiest thing I ever did l ay 
eyes on . 
MARY 
I ' m not a ' thing . ' And I ' m 
certainly not going to marry a man 
I ' ve only j us t  met . Beside s , I 
don ' t  even know what . . .  or 
where . . .  I l l ino i s  i s . 
DANI EL 
I l l inoi s  is j us t  thi s s i de of the 
Mi s s i s s ippi River , and I l ive 
where God f ini shed making the 
world . 
MARY 
And how would you be knowing that ? 
DANIEL 
Becaus e I ' m f rom Dunn . 
cu o f  Mary as she stops her work and l ooks at Daniel . 
MARY 
Meaning ? 
DANIEL 
Wel l , when God s aw how pretty i t  
was in our part o f  the world He 
figured He could s top there , so He 
c a l l ed it ' Dunn . ' 
CU o f  Daniel with a s i l ly smi l e  on his face . 
CU o f  Mary as she gives a surpri s ed laugh . 
Mary regrets her l aughter and moves on to the next bed . 
DANI EL 
So , i s  that a yes ? You gonna marry 
me ? 
MARY 
Why in the world would I marry 
you ? As I s a i d ,  we ' ve only j us t  
met . 
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DANIEL 
Sure , but it seems to me a man 
needs a wi f e  to s tand bes ide him . 
And , s ince you ain ' t  got a man -
and given your s i tuat i on there , 
seems l ike you need one - seems to 
me we fit together perfect . 
MARY 
I need a man l ike I need a hole in 
the head . 
DANIEL 
What about a man with a hole in 
his head? 
Mary f ini shes making the last bed be f ore Daniel ' s .  
MARY 
Mr . Shipman- -
DANIEL 
Daniel . 
MARY 
Mr . Shipman . I ' ve j us t  s tarted at 
this ho spital today . I ' ve no wi sh 
to get in trouble my f irst day 
because o f  s ome charmer who ' s  
trying to marry anything in a 
skirt . 
DANIEL 
So you think I ' m charming . 
Mary picks up her ful l basket and heads for the door . 
DANIEL 
Hey now , where ' re you goin ' ? You 
ain ' t  changed my sheets yet . 
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( CONT ' D ) 
Mary puts the basket down on the bed by the door and walks to 
Dani el ' s  beds ide cabinet . She grabs the c l ean l inens out of the 
c abinet and throws them at Daniel who barely catches them . 
MARY 
Change them yoursel f .  
Mary goes back to the basket and takes i t  out the door . 
CU o f  Daniel as he l ooks at the sheets l ike he ' s  never seen 
anything l ike them be f ore . He looks up towards the door and 
smi l es . 
DANIEL 
Wel l  don ' t  that beat all ? 
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FADE TO BLACK : 
INT . THE LAUNDRY - LATER THAT DAY 
AGNES stands at the folding tabl e working qui ckly and 
e f f iciently . She looks up bri e f ly when Mary enters the room wi th 
s everal empty baskets nested ins ide one another . 
Mary sets the baskets with the other empty ones and goes over to 
help Agnes . 
AGNES 
You ' re Mary , right ? 
MARY 
Aye , that ' s  me . 
AGNES 
I ' m Agnes . Mrs . Cook told me I ' m 
to show you how things are done . 
Agnes pushes a pile o f  l inens over to Mary . Mary pul l s  s omething 
f rom the pile and begins folding , watching Agnes c l os ely . 
MARY 
Oh , thank you . I admi t thi s i s  a l l  
a bit much for me . 
AGNES 
You done much laundry be fore thi s ?  
MARY 
Yes , but only for my own f ami ly , 
and there were j us t  the f our o f  
us . I ' ve never s een a n  operat i on 
such as thi s . I t  fair boggles the 
mind . 
AGNES 
Ah , you ' l l  get used to i t  in t ime . 
Pretty soon ,  you won ' t  know how 
you ever did laundry for l e s s  than 
f i fty peopl e at a t ime . 
Agnes shows Mary where to put the folded l inens and guides Mary 
over to the drying l ines to pul l more laundry to s tart a new 
pile . 
AGNES 
How ' re you f inding Boston ?  
MARY 
To be hones t ,  I haven ' t  s een much 
o f  it . There are s o  many peopl e .  I 
can scarce understand how everyone 
( CONT ' D ) 
c an stand to l ive a l l  piled 
together like thi s . Not to ment i on 
some o f  them are fair s trange . One 
o f  the patients upstairs up and 
propos ed to me today . 
AGNES 
( laughing ) 
So you ' ve met our Mr . Shipman then . 
CU o f  Mary f rowning . 
AGNES 
He ' s  propo s ed to every woman in 
thi s place - s ingl e  or marri ed ; 
young or o l d ;  pretty or ugly -
doesn ' t  matter to him . He ' s  a 
shameless - i f  harml ess - f l irt . 
MARY 
Harml e s s ?  
AGNES 
He c an ' t wal k ,  whi ch i s  j us t  part 
of i t . He a l s o  doe sn ' t  try to grab 
ya like some of them wil l .  He j us t  
f l atters and made j okes . Makes 
s ome of the younger , unmarried 
girls uncomf ortable though, s o  he 
mos tly gets l ooked after by the 
matrons . You should be pretty 
safe , you being a widow and al l .  
LAVINIA ( 0 . S . ) 
Agnes , come over here for a moment . 
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( CONT ' D ) 
Agnes sets down what she ' s  do ing and dodges between the drying 
sheets . 
CU o f  Mary s taring after Agnes . 
MARY 
Are women ever real ly s a f e ?  
Mary shakes her head and c ontinues folding . 
FADE TO BLACK : 
INT . DANIEL ' S  WARD - MIDDAY - F IVE DAYS LATER 
Mary opens the door s l owly and pokes her head in , looking around . 
CU o f  Daniel . He i s  a s l eep ,  but he i s  restles s ; fighting a 
nightmare . 
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Mary moves into the room and heads for the c abinet by his bed . 
She i s  a lmo s t  there when Daniel s i ts s t raight up wi th a shout . 
MARY 
Jesus , Mary and Jo s eph ! 
Mary drops the basket , s ending rol l ed bandages and rags tumbl ing 
to the f loor . 
MARY ( CONT ' D ) 
Now I ' l l have to wash and 
s teri l i z e  these a l l  again or Mrs . 
Cook and the surgeon wi l l  have my 
head for certain . 
Mary l owers herse l f  to the f l oor with the help o f  the chair next 
to Daniel ' s  bed . 
Daniel i s  breathing hard and l ooks down at her as she gathers up 
the bandages .  
DANIEL 
I didn ' t  mean to s tartle you . 
CU o f  Mary as she looks up . 
CU o f  Daniel l ooking chagrined . 
Mary nods and l ooks back down to resume pi cking things up . 
DANIEL 
Haven ' t  s een you in a f ew days . 
You been avoiding me ? 
MARY 
O f  course not . I ' m j us t  not due to 
change your sheets again unt i l  
tomorrow . 
DANIEL 
What brings you by today then , 
Mrs . McNish? 
Mary l ooks up f rom the f l oor with annoyance . 
MARY 
I was del ivering f re sh bandages to 
all the wards . You WERE to be my 
last . 
Dani el c oughs and looks away . 
( CONT ' D ) 
CU o f  Mary trying not to smi le as she cont inues pi cking up the 
bandages . 
DANIEL 
I meant to ask you , where ' re you 
f rom? England or s omething ? 
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MARY 
Ireland . 
Daniel waits for more . He s ighs when she put s  the last bandage in 
the basket and moves to get up . 
DANIEL 
You don ' t  talk much , do you ? 
MARY 
My j ob i s  laundry , not gabbing . 
DANIEL 
Lucky for us , then , I ' ve got 
nothing to do but ' gabbing , '  as 
you call i t . Come on , s i t  a spe l l  
and I ' l l tell you a l i ttle bit 
about mysel f . 
Mary l ooks at the door . She i sn ' t  sure . 
Daniel pats the chair she used to bring hers e l f  up . Mary 
reluctantly s i ts and sets the basket on the f loor bes i de her . 
DANIEL 
There now . See , it makes s ense to 
get to know more about your future 
husband other than how hands ome he 
l ooks as an invalid . 
Mary s tarts to rise . 
MARY 
Mr . Shipman- -
Daniel pul l s  her back into the chair . 
DANI EL 
That ' s  ri ght . I ' m Daniel Shipman , 
Private in the 1 4 3 "d I l l inoi s  
Infantry , Company . . .  f o r  I l l inoi s , 
I gue s s . Or at least I was for 1 0 0  
days . I was supposed t o  mus ter out 
in September of ' 6 4 and go home 
with the res t  o f  the boys , but I 
wasn ' t  ready to go home yet . 
Daniel waits to s ee i f  Mary wi l l  s tay .  
Mary s i t s  back in the chair and c lasps her hands over her bel ly . 
MARY 
Why? 
DANIEL 
I had me a Reb to shoot on behal f  
o f  my brother , Charl es . Some di rty 
Gray shot him in the l eg and left 
him hal f  c rippled . So , I j oined up 
with a troop out o f  Boston who 
lost a lot o f  boys at Shenandoah 
whi l e  Charles and Godfrey - that ' s  
my other brother - went home to 
mind the f arm . 
MARY 
The war ' s  been over f our months 
now , why are you s t i l l  in Boston ?  
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Daniel care ful ly draws a f inger along the scar on the left  s ide 
o f  his head . 
DANIEL 
Caught me a bul l et in the head at 
the end of Apri l .  The war was 
over , but the group o f  Rebs my 
troop f ound as we were moving 
north didn ' t  want to bel i eve the 
fight ing was done . I ' m told i t  
should ' ve kil l ed me , but I was too 
s tubborn to di e .  Instead, I got 
knocked out for a few weeks and by 
the t ime I c ome to I ' m here in 
this bed . 
Mary l eans c l o s er to examine the scar . 
MARY 
Does i t  s t i l l  pain you ? 
DANIEL 
Land s akes , no . I j us t  can ' t  s eem 
to keep my legs under me anymore . 
Mary l eans c l oser . 
MARY 
Oh , that ' s - -
CARA ( O . S . ) 
Mary , are you ready for lunch? 
Mary and Daniel j ump . 
CU o f  Cara looking surpri s ed and then amused . 
CU o f  Mary . 
MARY 
Oh , I ' m- - I ' m  sorry . I was j us t - - I  
lost  track o f  t ime . 
Mary s tands and s tarts to leave . She s tops and turns around to 
pick up the basket she left bes i de the chai r .  
Pierce 98 
CU o f  Daniel smi l ing . 
MARY ( CONT ' D ) 
Good evening , Mr . Shipman . 
DANIEL 
You have a good day , Mrs . McNi sh . 
Mary walks quickly out the door . Cara f o l l ows , giving Daniel one 
last amused l ook bef ore she di sappears f rom the doorway . 
CU o f  Daniel wi th a bigger smi l e . 
FADE TO BLACK : 
INT . THE FITZPATRICK DINING ROOM - THAT NIGHT 
The food i s  being pas s ed around again . E l i z abeth l ooks up f rom 
putt ing potatoes on her plate and notices Mary i s  being very 
quiet . 
ELI ZABETH 
How are you settl ing in at the 
hospi tal , Mary? 
Mary hes i tates . 
CU o f  Cara smi l ing mi s chievous ly . 
CARA 
She l ooked like she was settl ing 
in j us t  f ine to me . 
MARY 
Shush . 
E l i z abeth l ooks between the younger women . She sets her fork and 
kni fe down and points f rom Cara to Mary . 
ELI ZABETH 
I feel l ike I ' m mi s s ing s omething 
here . 
MR .  FITZPATRICK 
A feel ing I ' m wel l  fami l iar with . 
ELI ZABETH 
Oh hush . Cara , what do you mean ? 
CARA 
Only that it appears Mary ' s met 
that Mr . Shipman you warned me 
about . 
Cara turns to Mary . 
CARA 
Has he propo sed to you yet ?  
( CONT ' D ) 
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CUT TO Ronan f rowning as he sets down his own s i lverware . Most o f  
hi s f ood i s  already gone . 
RONAN 
That ' s  a bit forward o f  him . She ' s  
only been there a week . Not to 
ment i on her 
(whi spering ) 
del icate condi t i on . 
Cara waves her hand di smi s s ively . 
CARA 
Mr . Shipman proposes to any f emal e  
h e  sees . 
RONAN 
That s coundrel . I don ' t  l ike the 
sound of you working with such 
men . 
CARA 
He ' s  perfectly harml e s s . 
RONAN 
Wel l , he bes t  leave you al one . 
CARA 
Oh , he ' s  al ready proposed to me- -
Ronan and Mary both frown . 
CARA 
And pro f e s s ed himsel f fair broken­
hearted when I told him I was 
quite happily married to the man I 
love . 
( CONT ' D ) 
Ronan looks mo l l i f i ed and goes back to eat ing . Mary tries to look 
c ompos ed and turns to Cara . 
MARY 
And s o  there ' s  nothing to talk 
about . Mr . Shipman is nothing but 
a harml ess charmer who ' s  trying to 
forget hi s own woes by tea s ing a l l  
the women h e  meets . 
ELI ZABETH 
I c ouldn ' t agree more . So many o f  
the poor f i ght ing men i n  our 
hospi tal were l e f t  broken in more 
than j us t  body . I admi t I f ind Mr . 
Shipman ' s  good humor re freshing , 
though I wi sh he ' d  do s omething 
other than tease the nurses . 
Mary 
I think he uses all that charm and 
good humor to hide hi s own 
brokenne s s . 
ELI ZABETH 
You may be right . I j us t  hope the 
surgeon can f ind a way to help him 
walk again . For now , j us t  ignore 
Mr . Shipman as bes t  you can i f  
he ' s  bothering you . 
CARA 
( whi spering ) 
So i f  I f ind you two in a coze 
again , I should try to save you 
right away , right ? 
MARY 
( whi spering ) 
You may do as you plea s e ?  
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Mary s tarts eat ing . Cara smi les at her before tucking into her 
own food . 
FADE TO BLACK : 
INT . DANIEL ' S  WARD - MORNING - THREE WEEKS LATER 
Daniel i s  s i tt ing in the chair next to his bed , reading . As s oon 
as Mary walks i n ,  he tosses the book on the bed . 
Mary i s  s tart ing to waddle more than walk at this point . She i s  
carrying an empty basket today . She moves t o  the f i rs t  bed . 
DANI EL 
Good morning , Mrs . McNi sh . 
MARY 
Good morning , Mr . Shipman . 
DANIEL 
Now , I ' ve told you to call me Daniel . 
Mary hes i tates a moment but keep s working . 
DANIEL 
( so f ter ) 
Come on now , i t ' s  been over a 
month . I think we know each other 
wel l  enough for you to use my 
Christ ian name . 
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Mary l ooks at Daniel quickly be fore moving to the next bed . 
MARY 
Very wel l  . . .  Daniel . 
CU o f  an elated Daniel . 
DANIEL 
Does that mean you ' l l f inal ly tell 
me YOUR Chr i s t i an name ? 
Mary refuses to l ook at him . 
MARY 
Mary . 
cu o f  an even happier Dani e l . 
Mary s tarts to turn . Daniel s laps a serious expre s s i on on hi s 
face and nods solemnly . 
DANI EL 
A good name for a good woman . 
Mary l ooks at him with susp i c i on before going back to work . He 
watches her for a moment . When the s i l ence goes on too l ong for 
him he opens hi s mouth , but s tops when Mary paus es in her work 
and speaks . 
MARY 
Mr . . .  Daniel . . .  may I ask . . .  
Daniel wai t s , but Mary goes back to work . 
DANI EL 
You can ask me anything , Mary . 
Mary s tops working and turns to him . 
MARY 
You ' ve stopped propo s ing to me and 
the other women . 
Daniel wai t s  for more . Mary wai t s  for a response .  
DANIEL 
Yes , ma ' am .  
MARY 
Why ? 
DANIEL 
I ' ve dec i ded the next woman I propose to wi l l  be the last one . 
And I ' m biding my t ime unt i l  I ' m fai rly certain o f  a ' yes . ' 
MARY 
Oh . 
She gets another bed made be fore she turns back to him . 
MARY 
So you ' ve dec ided to l eave 
everyone a l one ? 
DANIEL 
Not qui te . I ' ve j ust dec i ded to 
l eave everyone but you al one . 
MARY 
Oh , wel l  . . .  that ' s  not - -
DANIEL 
But I ' l l hold o f f  asking again for 
the moment .  
MARY 
I don ' t  . . .  I have to go . 
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( CONT ' D ) 
Mary l eaves the bed she ' s  working on hal f s tripped and her basket 
s i tting at the foot of that bed . She i s  hal fway out the door 
be f ore a smi l ing Daniel responds . 
DANIEL 
I ' l l see you later , Mary . 
CU o f  the c l o s ing door . 
CUT TO : 
INT . THE LAUNDRY - DAY 
Agnes and Mary work in s i l ence folding , putt ing l inens away , and 
grabbing more . Agnes l ooks at Mary a few t imes before she f inal ly 
speaks . 
AGNES 
That Mr . Shipman has changed a bit 
s ince you ' ve been here . 
Mary pauses . 
MARY 
I ' m sure I don ' t know what you 
mean . 
AGNES 
You can ' t  f ool me , mi s sus . I ' ve 
s een the way you blush any t ime 
someone brings him up . Are you 
thinking o f  gett ing that baby a 
new daddy? 
Mary becomes more vio l ent in her work . 
MARY 
Don ' t  be absurd . I ' m due in a 
c ouple o f  months or so . What kind 
o f  man would want to marry roe ? 
AGNES 
There ' s  pl enty o f  men who ' d  be 
happy to take on a pretty 
widow . . .  even with a new baby . And 
they ' d  be lucky to have you both . 
MARY 
Wel l  . . .  thank you , but I ' ve only 
known Dan- -Mr . Shipman for a 
month . There ' s  no way I can trust 
a word he says . And I ' m certainly 
not going to trust s omeone I 
barely know wi th a new l i f e . 
Mary rubs her bel ly bri e f ly before gett ing back to work . 
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Agnes gives Mary a speculat ive l ook be fore turning her gaze back 
to her own work . 
AGNES 
So you don ' t  trust him , or you 
don ' t  trust anyone ? 
Mary works in s i l ence for a moment . She keeps her eyes on her 
hands . 
MARY 
I ' ve lost my trust in the kindnes s  
o f  men . 
AGNES 
I think a lot o f  women feel that 
way . 
MARY 
I j us t  know - now - that even 
thos e  who seem like they ' re 
supposed to help us and protect us 
the mos t  are l iabl e to hurt us the 
mos t .  
AGNES 
But , does one hurt mean you mus t  
lose out o n  hope for the future? 
MARY 
I don ' t  know . I j us t  know that we 
women are forced to bear the 
darknes s  and shame when our trust 
and innocence are betrayed whi le 
our betrayers are a l l owed to walk 
in the l ight . But . . .  I a l s o  know 
there are s t i l l  good men in the 
world . I j us t  don ' t  know how I ' l l 
ever trust mysel f to recogni ze 
them when I meet them . 
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Agnes and Mary work in s i l ence again for a bit whi l e  they think 
over Mary ' s  words . 
AGNES 
Then don ' t  accept Mr . Shipman ' s  
proposal . 
Mary f rowns at Agnes . 
AGNES 
At least not blindly . Take your 
t ime to l earn more about him . Take 
t ime to l earn more about yoursel f .  
MARY 
There may not be t ime enough for 
any o f  that in a l l  the world .  
AGNES 
There ' s  always more t ime than we 
think . 
( CONT ' D ) 
Agnes goes back to work . Mary s tares o f f  into space . 
FADE TO BLACK : 
INT . DANIEL ' S  WARD - AFTERNOON - A FEW DAYS LATER 
Daniel i s  in bed s t ruggl ing to move hi s l egs over the s ide . When 
he gets his f eet on the ground , he shi f t s  forward to try 
standing . 
Mary c omes through the door . 
Daniel pi tches forward and swings his arms wi ldly to f orce hi s 
body to fall  back on the bed instead o f  face-planting on the 
f loor . 
Mary drops her empty basket on the f loor and rushes over to 
Daniel ' s  beds ide . Daniel is muttering to hims el f . 
MARY 
Daniel ! What are you doing ? 
DANIEL 
I was thinking I ' d  j us t  go take a 
walk . My legs , however ,  are s t i l l  
doing a f ine j ob o f  pretending t o  
be tree s tumps . 
MARY 
Jaysus ,  you idiot . You ' re l ike to 
break your head pul l ing stunt s  
l ike that . 
DANIEL 
I j us t  can ' t  j us t  stand laying 
here another second . The doctor 
said my head ' s  been f ine for a 
week or more , but he c an ' t  tell me 
a damn thing about my l egs . 
Mary walks away to pick up her discarded basket . 
DANIEL 
Pardon my l anguage , Mary . 
MARY 
I don ' t  care about that . I t ' s  
certainly not the f i r s t  t ime I ' ve 
heard the word . And I suppose you 
have more reas on than mo st to use 
it . 
DANIEL 
Sti l l , weren ' t  real gent l emanly o f  
me . My apologies . 
MARY 
I accept . 
Mary turns away to s trip the neares t  bed . 
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Daniel struggles to get hi s l egs back into bed and under the bed 
sheets . 
MARY 
I ' m s orry too . So many o f  you men 
lost so much in that war . You may 
have lost the use o f  your l egs , 
but surely God was s i t ting on your 
shoulder that day because you 
didn ' t  lose your l i f e . 
DANIEL 
A farm boy wi thout l egs is about 
as use ful as t i t s  on a boar . 
( CONT ' D ) 
Mary turns away again to hide a smi l e  and c ont inues working as 
they talk . 
DANIEL 
Pardon my language . 
MARY 
Let ' s  agree you ' ve been pardoned 
for the rest of the day . 
DANIEL 
( CONT ' D ) 
That ' s  mighty kind o f  you . 
MARY 
I ' m j us t  a f raid hal f thi s 
conversat i on wi l l  inc lude 
apologies with the way things are 
going . 
DANIEL 
That ' s  fair enough . 
MARY 
What made you dec ide to walk 
today? 
DANIEL 
Heck , I ' ve been trying ever s ince 
they took thi s bandage o f f  my 
head . My l egs j us t  ain ' t  holding 
me . The damn things know they 
work ; I j us t  can ' t  get my head to 
agree . 
MARY 
Maybe it ' s  not your head you need 
to c onvince . 
DANIEL 
How do you mean ? 
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Mary pauses in her work and c omes to s i t  in the chair next to 
Daniel ' s  bed . 
MARY 
I knew a man in my vil lage who 
could walk as f ine as anyone . 
Then , one day , he was in a 
carriage accident . H i s  wi f e  and 
two chi ldren were ki l led,  but he 
was thrown f ree with nary a 
scratch . No one - not the vi l lage 
doctor , or the pries t ,  or even 
some fancy man f rom Galway - could 
f ind out why he couldn ' t  walk when 
he hadn ' t  even a brui se to show 
f rom the accident . Mrs . Smythe 
told my mother ' twas the gui l t  
weighing him down . 
CU o f  Daniel shaking his head . 
DANIEL 
I ' m s orry to hear a l l  that , but i t  
don ' t  apply t o  my s i tuat i on . One 
of the doctors thinks I ' ve got a 
brui s e  on my brain or something 
l ike that . 
Mary shrugs and gets up to resume her work . 
MARY 
That ' s  as may be . All I know i s  
Mr . Sul l ivan was walking one day 
and not the next ; and he always 
looked to be c arrying the weight 
of the world on his shoulders . 
Mrs . Smythe always said i f  he ' d  
been able to forgive hims e l f  for 
driving the cart that overturned 
he might ' ve walked again . 
DANIEL 
Mrs . Smythe ain ' t  a doctor and I 
tell you that ain ' t my probl em . 
I ' ve j us t  got to try a bit harder 
and I ' l l be back on my fee in no 
t ime . 
MARY 
Keep trying l ike that and you ' l l 
need a whole new set o f  bandages . 
But don ' t  let me s top you f rom 
ki l l ing yoursel f .  
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Mary throws the last sheet over the bed she ' s  working on wi thout 
tucking it in , grabs her basket and stomps towards the door . 
DANIEL 
Mary , don ' t  go . I ' m sorry . . .  Mary ! 
Mary bumps shoulders with Cara who i s  c oming in . 
Dammi t . 
DANI EL 
( muttering ) 
Cara walks over to check on the remaining c oma pat ient in 
Dani el ' s  ward . 
CARA 
What had Mary leaving in a sni t ?  
DANIEL 
Jus t  me and my darn fool mouth . 
Say , you want to give me a hand 
up ? 
Cara wa lks over to Daniel ' s  bed and gives him a suspi c i ous l ook . 
CARA 
I don ' t  think s o . Doctor C o l l ins 
doesn ' t  much l ike i t  when we 
interfere with the pat i ents beyond 
our regular duties . 
DANIEL 
Okay . . .  do you want to stand there 
and make sure I don ' t  bus t  my head 
open ? 
CARA 
That depends . . .  how badly did you 
o f f end Mary? Maybe you deserve a 
bus ted head . 
DANIEL 
Ain ' t  my fault she got touchy 
' caus e I wouldn ' t  l i sten to her 
advi c e . 
CARA 
Was i t  good advi ce?  
DANIEL 
I t  was feminine advi ce . Not at a l l  
the kind o f  thing a man should 
worry hims e l f  over . 
CARA 
Wel l , here ' s  another piece o f  
f eminine advice you ' re f ree t o  
i gnore : don ' t  dismi s s  s omeone 
trying to help you j us t  becaus e 
you ' re too busy being ' manly ' to 
l i sten . 
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Cara turns and l eaves , shut ting the door f i rmly behind her . 
DANIEL 
We l l  now , don ' t  that beat a l l . 
Daniel l ooks at the man in the c oma and points at the door in 
di sbel i e f . 
DANIEL 
Can you be l i eve them? Ain ' t  nobody 
tel l ing you your problems are a l l  
in your mind . 
Daniel looks at the man again . 
DANIEL 
Okay , bad example . But - - dammi t ,  
how am I supposed to convince Mary 
I ' m the kind o f  husband she needs 
when she c an see plain as day I 
can ' t  provide for her . 
Daniel l eans his head back and looks at the c e i l ing . 
( CONT ' D ) 
( CONT ' D ) 
DANIEL 
I ain ' t  carrying no weight . I t  
ain ' t  my f ault I never f ound the 
Reb what shot Charl i e . How ' s  a man 
supposed to f ind one gray c oat in 
a sea of them? 
CU o f  the other man . 
DANIEL 
Thanks , that ' s  what I thought . 
INT . DANIEL ' S  WARD - MORNING 
Somber Celtic mus ic overlays the act i on . 
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( CONT ' D ) 
( CONT ' D ) 
FADE TO BLACK : 
Daniel goes through the same routine o f  trying and f a i l ing to 
s tand . 
INT . DANIEL ' S  WARD - LATE AFTERNOON 
Agnes c omes in to change the sheet s . 
Daniel looks for Mary and i s  di sappointed when she doesn ' t  
appear . 
INT . DANIEL ' S  WARD - MORNING 
Daniel goes through a s l ightly routine o f  trying and fail ing to 
s tand . 
INT . THE FITZPATRICK DINING ROOM - NIGHT 
Mary s i t s wi th the Fit zpatri ck ' s .  They are their usual happy 
s elves whi le Mary i s  di stracted and out o f  sorts . 
Cara and El i z abeth are c oncerned by Mary ' s  mood , but do not 
interf ere . 
INT . DANIEL ' S  WARD - DAY 
Daniel i s  able to s tay s tanding for a minute ,  but one s tep s ends 
him c rashing to the f l oor . 
INT . HALLWAY OUTSIDE DANI EL ' S  WARD - CONTINUOUS 
E l i z abeth walks by and sees Daniel trying to get hims e l f  back 
into bed . 
INT . DANIEL ' S  WARD - CONTINUOUS 
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Daniel tries to wave E l i z abeth away , but she ignores him and 
l i f ts him by wrapping her a rms around his ches t . 
Daniel i s  shocked by her strength and doesn ' t  s ay anything as she 
walks out of the room . 
INT . DANIEL ' S  WARD - MORNING 
Daniel i s  back to trying to walk . Thi s  t ime he uses the chair as 
an impromptu walker . He gets a few steps be f ore he is f orced to 
fall into the chair . Daniel grins at his succes s .  
CU o f  the di s tance between Daniel and the bed . 
Daniel can be s een curs ing , but only the Celtic mus i c  i s  heard . 
INT . THE FITZPATRICK LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 
E l i z abeth , Cara , and Mary s i t  in the l iving room whi l e  the res t  
o f  the f ami ly can be s een i n  the dining room through a door . 
Mary s i t s  in a chair wi th E l i z abeth and Cara acro s s  f rom her . 
Eli z abeth and Cara talk back and forth to a s i l ent Mary . The 
mus i c  swel l s . 
INT . DANIEL ' S  WARD - DAY 
A nurse walks in with a l etter . She hands i t  to Daniel who nods 
hi s thanks . 
CU o f  the open l etter , f ocus ing in on the words " come home where 
you are needed . ' ' 
CU o f  Daniel as hi s expres s ion moves f rom res i gned to determined . 
cu o f  the f l oor as Daniel ' s  feet pre s s  against the worn wood . 
CU o f  Danie l ' s  feet as he takes two shaky s teps . 
Daniel begins to walk wi th more confidence unt i l  he reaches the 
door . 
CU o f  an e lated Daniel . 
Lavinia walks in carrying an empty basket . Daniel ' s  face fal l s . 
He l ooks from her ,  to the bed , to the ha l lway beyond the door . 
INT . THE LAUNDRY ROOM - A DIFFERENT MORNING 
Mary f olds laundry as Agne s chatters . 
Mary f inal ly makes an internal dec i s i on and stops folding . Agnes 
i s  c onfus ed , but Mary i s  too happy to notice as she heads for the 
s ta i rs . 
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INT . DANIEL ' S  WARD - SAME DAY 
An exc i ted Mary stands in the doorway . 
CU o f  Daniel ' s  empty bed . 
CU o f  Mary as she loses her smi l e . 
INT . THE LAUNDRY ROOM 
The mus i c  fades as Mary walks back to her station . She picks up 
right where she left o f f . 
AGNES 
What was a l l  that about ? 
MARY 
I t  was nothing . 
AGNES 
But - -
Lavinia enters , smacking a sheet out o f  her way a s  she stomps 
over to Mary and Agnes . 
Agnes bends her head over her task,  trying to l ook busy . Mary 
doesn ' t  acknowledge Lavinia ' s  presence unt i l  Lavinia i s  right 
next to her . When Lavinia s l aps the tabl e , Mary ' s head c omes up . 
CU o f  a folded piece o f  paper with Mary ' s  name printed on i t  in 
terrible handwriting . 
LAVINIA 
I do not work for the postal 
servi c e . 
MARY 
What ?  
Lavinia walks away a s  Mary unf ol ds the l etter . 
CU o f  a mes sy s crawl . 
DANIEL ( V . 0 . ) 
Dear Mary . . .  
EXT . MAS SACHUSETTS GENERAL HOSPITAL - FRONT ENTRANCE - DAY 
Dani el s tares up at the bui lding before turning to walk down the 
s treet . 
DANIEL ( V .  0 . ) 
I ' m s orry I wasn ' t  able to 
apologize before I l e f t , but I got 
( CONT ' D ) 
cal l ed home and f igured the best 
way to show you I can provide for 
you and your kid was to get my 
feet under me and get to work on 
making y ' a l l  a home . 
INT . MASSACHUSETTS GENERAL HOSPITAL - MATERNITY WARD 
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Mary i s  in labor . E l i z abeth and Cara are pres ent , but only 
E l i z abeth i s  a l l owed to help the doctor wi th the birth . 
DANIEL ( V . 0 . ) 
I know you don ' t  trust me or my 
proposal yet , but I meant i t  a l l . 
I won ' t  repeat that proposal j us t  
yet because I know you s t i l l  need 
your t ime , but I hope you ' l l wri te 
me back unt i l  I can c onvince you 
to be mine . 
( CONT ' D ) 
Mary holds her s on , HENRY , in her arms . She l ooks at E l i z abeth 
and Cara in wonder . 
MARY ( V . O . )  
Dear Daniel . . .  
EXT . A FIELD IN ILLINO I S  
Daniel wipes sweat f rom hi s f orehead . H e  l eans o n  the plow and 
holds the horses s teady as they try to pul l  forward . 
Two other men c an be seen in the di stance , one o f  them - CHARLES 
- has a s evere l imp ,  but he refuses to stop . 
MARY ( V . O . ) 
I am glad I chos e  to give you 
another chance to c onvince me o f  
your interes t .  Thes e  l etters over 
the last f ew months have given me 
more to look forward to than 
laundry and s i ck peopl e .  I f  not 
f or you and my preci ous Henry , I 
f ear I would qui ckly go mad . 
Daniel urges the horses forward again . 
DANIEL ( V . 0 . ) 
Dear Mary . . .  
INT . MARY ' S  ROOM 
( CONT ' D ) 
Mary c rouches down with her arms outs tretched . Henry wobbles his 
way towards her wearing nothing but a c l oth di aper . He fal l s  on 
the f l oor and begins crying . 
DANIEL ( V . O . ) ( CONT ' D ) 
As someone who took a new set o f  
f i rst steps , I share young Henry ' s  
pains . But I am sure he ' l l l earn 
to l i s ten to hi s ma ' s  wise advi ce 
j us t  l ike I did . . .  a f ter a t ime . 
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Mary picks Henry up and helps him walk a f ew steps be f ore lett ing 
go so he c an take steps on hi s own . 
MARY ( V . O . ) 
Dear Daniel . . .  
INT . THE OAK GROVE BAPTI ST CHURCH SANCTUARY 
Daniel stands next to his brother Charles at the f ront o f  the 
church . Charles l ooks nervous . Daniel nudges him in the ribs and 
nods towards the end o f  the ai s le .  
The bride , GLADYS , hangs on her father ' s  arms as they walk down 
the a i s l e  among the standing community . 
CU o f  a s tunned Charles . 
CU o f  Dani el trying not to l ook j ealous . 
MARY ( V . O . ) 
Many happy returns to Charles and 
Gl adys . You made thei r  wedding 
sound like a grand t ime . I don ' t  
know i f  I ' l l be a witness to the 
next Shipman wedding as you 
suggest . But who knows what the 
future might bring ? 
( CONT ' D ) 
Charles and Gladys s tare into each other ' s  eyes as the preacher 
mot i ons for the c ongregat i on to s i t . 
DANIEL ( V . O . ) 
Dear Mary . . .  
INT . THE FITZPATRICK DINING ROOM 
The F i t zpatrick home is decorated for Chri s tmas . Fall ing snow can 
be s een through the window . A f our-year-old Henry l aughs as Mary 
spoons pudding onto his plate . 
Mary f l inches away when Ronan l eans over her to hand Henry a 
c ookie . No one but E l i zabeth notices . 
DANIEL ( V . O . ) 
Bo ston Christmases sure s ound a 
darn s i ght c o z ier than here in 
Dunn . But maybe any hol i day fee l s  
wanting wi thout you and Henry 
here . 
MARY ( V . O . )  
( CONT ' D ) 
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Dear Daniel . . .  
EXT . A PLOT OF LAND IN ILLINO I S  
Daniel stands at the top o f  a ladder s i tt ing against a hal f ­
c onstructed house a s  Charles hands him a shingle . Daniel hammers 
the shingle in place and steps down to the ground . 
MARY ( V . O . ) 
I confess I am surpri sed you have 
decided to bui ld a house instead 
of staying with your parent s . 
INT . THE HOUSE 
( CONT ' D ) 
Daniel pas ses through a f ini shed kitchen and l ooks around at the 
hal f - f ini shed dining room , fami ly room , and - through a door - a 
f ini shed mas ter bedroom . A set o f  s tairs in the fami ly room leads 
up to an unf ini shed l o f t  with a hal f - f ini shed chi ld ' s  bed . 
MARY ( V . O . ) 
I c an scarcely gues s  how you wi l l  
react t o  your new bachelor 
l odgings . 
DANIEL ( V . O . ) 
Dear Mary . . .  
EXT . BOSTON PRIMARY SCHOOL 
( CONT ' D ) 
Two 8 -year-old boys push a sma l l  5 -year- old boy around , pul l ing 
at his c l othes and pushing against hi s shoulders . A 6 -year-old 
Henry rockets out o f  nowhere into one bul ly ' s s ide . The other 
bul ly hi ts Henry and knocks him down . 
DANIEL ( V . O . ) 
I know you ' re di sappointed in your 
s on ' s temper , but I mus t  agree 
wi th your anger towards his 
teacher for puni shing him and not 
the bul ly boys who s tarted the 
ruckus . 
( CONT ' D ) 
Henry s tands again and goes a f ter the boys , f i s ts f l a i l ing . The 
teacher pul l s  him o f f  and pushes him towards the door l eading 
ins i de . 
DANI EL ( V . O . ) 
I admi re hi s spl een when i t  c omes 
at the de f ense o f  s omeone weaker 
than hims el f . I love hi s s ense o f  
j ustice j us t  as I love him . 
INT . MARY ' S  ROOM 
( CONT ' D ) 
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Mary l owers Daniel ' s  latest l etter and l ooks at Henry do ing 
homework on the f l oor . 
MARY ( V . O . ) 
Dear Danie 1 . . .  
EXT . THE MATTOON TRAIN STATION 
The train pul l s  into the s tation in a c l oud o f  s team and smoke . 
MARY ( V . O )  
I wi l l  marry you . 
( CONT ' D ) 
The sounds o f  the station are almo s t  drowned out by c icadas 
s inging in the hot Augus t  air . Henry pokes his head out o f  the 
open door and stops at the top o f  the s teps l eading down to the 
platf orm . A train conductor holds his hand out to help Henry 
down , but Henry turns hi s head to l ook back into the train . 
HENRY 
Mama , what ' s  that sound? 
Mary appears behind Henry and nudges him forward . 
MARY 
Henry , there are other people 
wanting off the train . Jump down 
now . 
The train attendant helps Henry down and turns to a s s i s t  Mary . 
TRAIN ATTENDANT 
Them ' s the c i cadas , young man . 
They ' re s o  a l l  f i re thi ck this 
year I ' m surpri s ed you didn ' t  hear 
them through the whole trip . 
HENRY 
What are c icadas ? 
TRAIN ATTENDANT 
You ain ' t  never heard o f  c icadas ? 
You mus t  be a c i ty boy . 
The attendant turns away to help three more pas sengers down . Once 
everyone i s  on the ground , he turns back to Henry whi le keeping 
one eye on the porters unloading luggage and trunks . 
TRAIN ATTENDANT 
What about locus t s ?  You heard o f  
them? 
HENRY 
They were one o f  the pl agues God 
s ent to the Pharaoh . They were 
even thicker than now and no one 
( CONT ' D ) 
c ould even see the ground and they 
ate up a l l  the f ood and then 
f i l l ed up all the hous es o f  the 
mean Egypt i ans that kept the 
Hebrews as s lave s - -
MARY 
Henry , I think that ' s  enough . 
Breathe , child . 
Mary and the attendant laugh at Henry ' s exc i tement . 
TRAIN ATTENDANT 
They ain ' t  quite a plague this 
yea r ,  but they ' re as c l o s e  to one 
as I ' ve ever s een . Don ' t  worry 
though , they only s ound ornery . 
They don ' t  do much but bump into 
things from t ime to t ime . 
All aboard ! 
CONDUCTOR ( 0 . S . ) 
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The attendant t ips hi s hat at Mary , winks at Henry , and put s  the 
step s tool the pas s engers used back into the train be f ore 
swinging hims el f  up . 
Henry waves at the train attendant and then turns back to his 
mother . 
HENRY 
Mama , why didn ' t  we have locus t s  
back home ? 
MARY 
C icadas . And maybe we did ,  but 
Boston was j ust too no i sy to hear 
them s ing . 
Mary spots a bench along the wal l  and guides Henry over to i t  so 
they can s i t  next to their trunk . 
HENRY 
Do you think I could f ind one to 
s end back to Jimmy and the other 
kids ? 
MARY 
Saints preserve us , why would you 
want to do such a thing ? 
HENRY 
Wel l ,  I ain ' t seen- -
MARY 
Haven ' t  s een . 
HENRY 
- -haven ' t  s een any red Indians 
l ike he told me to find ,  so maybe 
he ' l l l ike s omething that c ame 
right out o f  the Bibl e ! 
MARY 
Maybe you can l ook for s ome later . 
For now , we ' re going to s i t  right 
here where Daniel wi l l  have no 
trouble f inding us . 
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Henry nods and s i t s  s t i l l  for a second bef ore he begins f idget ing 
on the bench . Mary puts a hand on his swinging leg to keep him 
from s cuf f ing his shoes any further . 
HENRY 
You know what ?  
MARY 
What ?  
HENRY 
We didn ' t  get attacked by a s ingl e  
Indian . Don ' t  you think that ' s  too 
bad? 
MARY 
Jesus , Mary , and Jos eph , why would 
you want such a thing ? 
HENRY 
Jimmy said we probably wouldn ' t  
make i t  a l l  the way here wi thout 
gett ing s calped or an arrow in the 
a s s . 
Mary l eans back and glares at her s on . 
MARY 
HENRY MICHAEL MCNI SH ! What have I 
said about such language ?  
HENRY 
( muttering ) 
That I ' m suppos ed to keep my 
language as pure as an angel ' s  
wings , not as dirty as a water 
c l oset . 
MARY 
Take care to mind me , boyo . I 
won ' t  have Daniel or anyone e l s e  
thinking me a bad mother because 
James Kennedy taught you how to 
curse a blue streak . 
Henry hangs hi s head and swings his l egs s lowly . 
HENRY 
Mama , do you have to marry Dani el ? 
Can ' t  we go back to Boston ?  
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Mary tries to think o f  what to say .  Henry s enses he won ' t  l ike 
the answer and interrupts her when she s tarts to speak . 
HENRY 
Maybe Daniel c ould go back to 
Bos ton with us . 
MARY 
I ' m s orry , l ove , but Daniel ' s  l i f e  
- h i s  farm - i s  here . We c an ' t  
expect him to give up hi s 
l ive lihood and his f ami ly for us . 
HENRY 
Why not ? ! We did ! We had to give 
up the Kennedys and the 
F i t zpatri cks and- -
( CONT ' D ) 
Henry j umps up in hi s agi tation . Mary grabs his arms to keep him 
f rom s tomping o f f . 
HENRY 
I had to give up Jimmy and my 
other fri ends . I t  ain ' t  fair . 
MARY 
I sn ' t .  I t  i sn ' t  fair . 
Henry i s  breathing hard , trying to keep f rom crying . 
DANIEL ( O . S . ) 
Mary? 
Mary and Henry j ump at Daniel ' s  voi c e . 
( CONT ' D ) 
Daniel s tands next to a sma l l  cart l ed by a handsome bay horse . 
An older woman i s  s i tting there , holding the reins in chapped 
hands . She looks at Mary and Henry as i f  they ' re parti cularly 
unruly l ivestock . 
Daniel i s  holding a bat tered hat in hi s hands . He i s  wearing hi s 
Sunday bes t , but it i s  worn in places and has a f ine l ayer o f  
dus t  a l l  over i t . H e  has obvi ous ly heard Henry ' s  tirade . 
DANIEL 
And you can ' t  be Henry . Why , I was 
looking for a l i ttle boy , but 
you ' re c l early a man i f  ever I saw 
one . 
HENRY 
But I am Henry ! 
( CONT ' D ) 
DANIEL 
Wel l  don ' t  that beat a l l ! I t ' s  a 
pleasure to f inal ly meet you , 
Henry . I ' ve been l ooking forward 
to thi s day s ince be f ore you was 
born . 
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Daniel shakes Henry ' s  hand as i f  he ' s  meeting Pre s i dent Grant . 
Mary i s  nervous , but pleased with how Daniel and Henry are 
behaving . 
The woman on the buckboard shi fts and looks di spl eased . 
MRS . SHI PMAN 
Daniel , s top funning that chi ld 
and introduce me . We ' ve got a l ong 
drive back and I don ' t  mean to s i t  
here any l onger than need be . 
DANIEL 
Sorry ,  Ma . Mary , thi s i s  my 
mother , Mar - -
MRS . SHI PMAN 
Mrs . Shipman wi l l  do j us t  fine . 
Mary , you and your boy wi l l  be 
s taying with me and my husband 
unt i l  the wedding . Dani e l , get 
that trunk in the cart and let ' s  
get a move on . 
Mrs . Shipman glares at Henry . 
MRS . SHI PMAN 
Come al ong , boy . No l a l lygagging . 
MARY 
Go on , Henry . I ' l l be right behind 
you . 
( CONT ' D ) 
Mrs . Shipman cont inues glaring at Henry as he c l imbs into the 
back o f  the cart . She then turns her g iml et eyes on Mary . 
MRS . SHI PMAN 
That boy doesn ' t  l ook a bit l i ke 
you . You ' ve got the devi l in your 
hair , but hi s i s  black as s in . He 
mus t  take after his f ather then . 
MARY 
He does . 
Mrs . Shipman waits for more and makes an annoyed s ound when none 
is forthcoming . She turns forward and ignores everyone e l s e . 
Daniel walks up to Mary and captures her undivided attenti on . 
DANIEL 
Hey there . 
MARY 
He l l o . 
DANI EL 
Have I told you yet how nice i t  i s  
to s ee you again? You ' re even 
prettier than I remember .  
MARY 
You too . I mean- - I t ' s  nice to see 
you again too . 
DANIEL 
I don ' t  mind you c a l l ing me 
pretty . You can call  me anything 
you want j us t  as l ong as I get to 
cal l you Mrs . Shipman a f ter next 
Saturday . 
MARY 
That might get a bit c onfus ing , 
all  thes e  Mrs . Shipmans running 
around Dunn . 
DANIEL 
Don ' t  mind Ma , she doe sn ' t  warm to 
people l ike I do . 
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Daniel final ly picks up the trunk and walks i t  over to the cart . 
DANIEL 
And she only eats chi ldren who 
don ' t  mind the ir mas and pas . 
( CONT ' D ) 
Henry looks at Mrs . Shipman wi th open distrus t .  Mary c l imbs into 
the cart to s i t  next to Henry , trying to ignore Mrs . Shipman ' s  
renewed glare . 
MARY 
He ' s  teas ing , Henry . 
HENRY 
I know that . 
MRS . SHI PMAN 
Dani el , s top f l apping your j aw and 
get in the cart . Gl adys i s  making 
dinner tonight to celebrate your 
bride ' s  arrival and I need to make 
sure she doesn ' t  mes s  i t  all  up 
again . 
Daniel c l imbs up next to his mother and winks at Henry and Mary . 
DANIEL 
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You got i t ,  ma . 
Daniel f l i cks the reins and the cart lurches forward . Mary 
tightens her ho ld around Henry ' s  shoulders . 
The view o f  the town rec edes and gives way to more open land . 
FADE TO BLACK : 
INT . THE OAK GROVE BAPTI ST CHURCH - IN THE NARTHEX 
Gladys squeezes through the doors o f  the s anctuary , making sure 
no one ins ide c an see Mary . Henry is f idget ing as Mary l eans down 
to adj ust his col lar . Gladys takes in Mary ' s l ight blue dres s  and 
smi les . 
GLADYS 
Oh , Mary ! I know I ' ve already said 
i t , but you l ook a picture in that 
dre s s . I s t i l l  c an ' t  bel i eve you 
s ewed it yours e l f . The fabric i s  
s o  f ine . 
MARY 
Thank you , Gladys . I was able to 
get a good price for the f abric 
from the seams tress I worked for 
thes e  last two years . I thought i t  
would- -
Mrs . Shipman barrel s  through the door ,  interrupting Mary ' s  
nervous chatter and not c aring who might see Mary . She takes in 
Mary ' s dres s  with l e s s  apprec iative eyes . Henry tries to hide 
behind his mother . 
MRS . SHI PMAN 
Good , you ' re ready . Reverend Munch 
wants to get a move on before the 
heat rises too much . And we ' ve got 
a luncheon that won ' t  apprec iate 
the Augus t  sun any more than we 
do . 
GLADYS 
Yes ,  ma ' am .  
Gladys f l ees back into the sanctuary . 
MARY 
Thank you , Mrs . Shipman . 
MRS . SHI PMAN 
And I take i t  you ' re s t i l l  settled 
on having that boy walk you down 
the a i s l e ?  
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Henry tries to hide even more , but Mary pul l s  him to her s ide and 
hugs him c lose . 
MRS . SHI PMAN 
My boy Godf rey c an do the chore 
j us t  f ine . 
MARY 
Thank you again , Mrs . Shipman , but 
I would l ike Henry and I to 
approach our new l i fe as we ' ve 
spent the last s ix years : 
together . 
MRS . SHI PMAN 
Hmph . Sounds to me l ike you ' re 
c oddl ing the chi l d ,  but I suppo s e  
he i s  the only f amily you ' ve got , 
so no one should make too much o f  
a fus s about i t . I ' m sure I ' l l 
hear something about i t  from Sarah 
Buxton , but it c an ' t  be helped . 
Come along . 
MARY 
Yes , ma ' am .  
( CONT ' D ) 
Mrs . Shipman shoves through the s anctuary doors agai n ,  thi s  t ime 
leaving them open . She s i t s  down next to her husband and j abs him 
in the side to wake him up . 
Daniel s tands at the end o f  the a i s l e  with hi s brothers standing 
next to him . Charles adj usts Daniel ' s  tie f rom hi s pos i t i on next 
to Daniel . Godf rey reaches over Charles and f l i cks Daniel ' s  hair . 
Daniel and Charles both smack Godf rey away . 
Gl adys has taken a pos ition on the other s ide o f  the altar as 
Mary ' s sole bride smaid . Daniel i s  beaming as he catches his f i rst 
l ook at hi s bride . 
cu o f  Mary as she takes a deep breath . 
Mary l ooks down at Henry and squeezes hi s hand as the mus ic 
s tarts . Henry straightens hi s shoulders ,  takes his hand out o f  
Mary ' s ,  and bends his elbow . Mary l eans down s l ightly to grasp 
hi s e lbow in her hand and a l l ows him to l ead her towards Daniel 
and his f ami ly . 
FADE TO BLACK : 
INT . THE SHI PMAN HOME - KITCHEN 
Mary i s  preparing two chi ckens for a roas t , rubbing in seasoning 
as she looks out the window over the prairie . 
A door s lams o f f  s creen and Mary turns . 
CU o f  Henry trying to hide his face as he goes up the s tairs . 
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MARY 
Henry , you c ome down here . 
Henry s tops and doesn ' t  move for a l ong moment . He f inal ly 
dec i de s  he better l i sten and c omes into the ki tchen . 
Mary wai t s  impat i ently for him to c ome in and look at her . 
MARY 
Jesus , Mary , and Jos eph ! What 
happened to your eye ? ! 
HENRY 
Nothing . 
MARY 
What a l oad o f  tripe . Now you tell 
me what happened , young man . 
Henry tries to turn away , but Mary grabs his arm unt i l  he 
relents . 
HENRY 
David Mann hit me . 
MARY 
Why , he ' s  almost thirteen . What 
reas on could he pos s ibly have for 
hitt ing a boy s ix years younger 
than hims el f ?  
HENRY 
He c a l l ed me a j umped-up c i ty boy 
who didn ' t  know my plac e . 
MARY 
Balderdash ! 
Daniel walks in through the ki tchen door . 
DANIEL 
What ' s  going on ? You ' re s quawking 
l ouder than thos e  chickens did 
bef ore you cut their heads o f f . 
MARY 
That David Mann HIT Henry ! 
DANIEL 
What ' d  he do that for? 
MARY 
That ' s  what I ' m trying to find 
out . 
( CONT ' D ) 
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Mary turns to see Henry has made i t  back to the bottom o f  the 
s tairs . 
MARY 
Henry , get back here . Why did 
David call you names and hi t you? 
HENRY 
Mrs . Layton had us read out l oud . 
Mos t  o f  the kids were s tumbling 
through , but David was the wors t . 
I t  was l ike he wasn ' t  seeing the 
l etters right or s omething . After 
he read , it was my turn and I 
barely s tumbled at a l l . At lunch 
he called me uppi ty because we had 
a good s chool and a real library 
in Boston and when I said I wasn ' t  
uppity I j us t  l ike to read he 
popped me in the eye . I thought my 
eye was gonna pop out , but teacher 
ran me over to the butcher ' s  and 
put s ome i c e  on i t . 
MARY 
Thi s  i s  ridiculous . I ' m going to 
have a talk with Mrs . Mann and 
Mrs . Layton and- -
Henry s ends Daniel a pani cked l ook . 
DANIEL 
Henry , go see to your chores . 
( CONT ' D ) 
Henry runs outs ide be f ore Mary c an s top him . Mary tries to f o l l ow 
him , but Daniel put s  a hand on her shoulder to keep her in the 
hous e .  
DANIEL 
Give him s ome t ime . There ' s  no 
need to talk to any parents or 
teachers . Henry ' s f ine - -
MARY 
Fine ! Did you not see his eye ? 
' Fine ' c ould have lost him that 
eye ! 
DANIEL 
I doubt he was ever in danger o f  
los ing the eye . And Henry needs to 
de fend hims el f . Every man needs to 
know how . 
MARY 
Sounds to me l ike every man needs 
to l earn how to so lve their 
probl ems wi thout vio l ence . 
( CONT ' D ) 
DANIEL 
Might as wel l  ask men not to 
breathe . 
MARY 
Daniel , you can ' t  expect me to s i t  
by and wai t  f o r  my s on to get hi t 
unt i l  he ei ther l earns to hi t 
harder than boys who are bigger 
and s tronger than him or - God 
forbid - he s tarts to pretend 
ignorance j us t  to keep f rom being 
hit in the f i rst place . 
DANI EL 
The world i s  a tough place . He ' s  
gonna have to l earn how to s tand 
on hi s own two feet wi thout 
holding onto your apron strings . 
MARY 
And you don ' t  think he l earned 
that lesson wel l  enough in Bo s ton ?  
DANIEL 
Thi s  ain ' t  Bos ton . Henry ' s  got to 
l earn more about what i t ' s  l ike to 
l ive in Dunn . He didn ' t  even know 
a cow f rom a horse before he got 
here . 
MARY 
That ' s  not true and you know i t ! 
DANIEL 
I ' m j us t  s aying he needs to l earn 
about l i f e  here and in Dunn boys 
learn how to mi lk a c ow and hoe a 
row and pick c orn before he l earns 
how to tal k ,  let al one read . Maybe 
in Boston boys l ike David would ' ve 
been seen as backwards or s tupid , 
but here i t ' s  Henry who don ' t  have 
his priori ties s traight . He ' s  j us t  
got to l earn how to bl end in . 
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Daniel f o l l ows Henry ' s path out the hous e , leaving Mary alone in 
the kitchen again . 
MARY 
Doesn ' t .  
Mary goes back to preparing the chi ckens with more vio l ence than 
be f ore . 
FADE TO BLACK : 
INT . THE SHI PMAN LIVING ROOM 
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Mary s i ts in f ront o f  a f i re wi th a lamp on the table next to her 
as she mends clothing . She looks up when she hears s omeone coming 
in the kitchen door . 
DANIEL ( O . S . ) 
Go on ins ide , I ' ve s t i l l  got to 
give the c ows thei r  f eed . 
Henry stomps hi s feet to remove a smal l port i on o f  the dirt f rom 
hi s shoes . 
MARY 
How did planting go today? Not too 
muddy I hope? 
HENRY 
I t  was okay . Daniel says we ' ve got 
another hal f acre o f  c orn to plan 
and then we can s tart in on the 
beans . 
Mary puts her s ewing down and walks over to Henry to put her hand 
on hi s f orehead . 
MARY 
You ' re looking a bit f lushed , 
love . 
HENRY 
I ' m  f ine , ma . 
MARY 
Are you sure ? 
Henry nods , but Mary i sn ' t  sure she be l i eves him . 
MARY 
Wel l , go upstairs and get cl eaned 
up and I ' l l have dinner ready in 
two shakes . 
( CONT ' D ) 
Henry nods again and heads up the stairs . Mary hes i tates be f ore 
going towards the kitchen . 
CUT TO : 
INT . THE SHI PMAN DINING ROOM - 2 0  MINUTES LATER 
Mary i s  putting f ood on the table when Daniel walks into the 
kitchen . 
DANIEL 
Ooh Lordy does that smell good . 
Daniel walks up behind Mary and captures her in a hug . 
DANIEL ( CONT ' D ) 
Have I told you lately how much I 
enj oy your c ooking ? I t ' s  even 
better than ma ' s .  
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Mary l aughs and s laps him away s o  she can f inish putt ing supper 
on the table . 
MARY 
Go on wi th you now . And don ' t  l et 
your mother hear you say such 
things or she ' l l have me 
excommunicated . 
DANIEL 
She ' d  never have you ki l l ed .  She 
knows I love you too much . 
MARY 
And I you . Now , go c a l l  Henry down 
for supper .  
Daniel t ips an imaginary hat and walks towards the l o f t  s tairs . 
DANIEL 
Yes , ma ' am .  Henry , get down here . 
I ' m hal f s tarved after a l l  that 
work we ' ve put in . 
S i l ence . Daniel l ooks at Mary and shrugs before heading up the 
s tairs . 
DANIEL ( CONT ' D ) 
Henry? 
Mary f ini shes s ett ing up for dinner . 
DANIEL ( O . S . ) 
Mary ! 
CU o f  s i lverware hitting the f l oor overlaid by the s ound o f  
running . 
INT . HENRY ' S  ROOM - CONTINUOUS 
Mary runs in the door to see Daniel ho lding an uncons c i ous Henry 
on the bed . Mary places a hand on Henry ' s f orehead bef ore pul l ing 
back as i f  burned . 
Daniel moves to let Mary s i t  on the bed . 
MARY 
Henry ! Oh God , Henry , my boy , wake 
up ! What ' s  wrong wi th him? 
DANIEL 
I don ' t  know . I ' m- - I ' m  gonna go 
get Dr . Crawf ord . Don ' t  worry , 
I ' l l be back s ooner than you c an 
bl ink . 
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Daniel runs out o f  the room . Mary s tays focused on Henry ' s  sweaty 
and swo l l en face . 
MARY 
Henry . . .  dar l ing ? Oh God , please 
don ' t  take him . I don ' t  care how 
he was made , just please don ' t  
take him f rom me . 
CU o f  Mary ' s hand stroking Henry ' s f orehead . 
INT . HENRY ' S  ROOM -LATER THAT NIGHT 
FADE TO BLACK : 
DR . CRAWFORD s i t s  in a chair brought to Henry ' s  beds i de and 
pre s s e s  hi s f ingers against Henry ' s  j awl ine . Mary s i t s  on the 
oppos i t e  s ide o f  the bed holding Henry ' s  hand . Daniel stands 
behind her with a hand on her shoulder . 
DR . CRAWFORD 
I ' m a f raid i t ' s  mumps . 
MARY 
How c ould he get mumps ? 
DR . CRAWFORD 
I know the Nighswander boys have 
i t . I j us t  saw them two days ago . 
Don ' t  y ' al l  go to Oak Grove 
Bapt i s t  with thei r  fami ly? 
Mary s tarts to c ros s hers e l f  but stops mid-motion . 
MARY 
Saints preserve us . I s  i t  an 
epidemic ?  
DR . CRAWFORD 
I t ' s  too early to s ay .  
MARY 
What do we do ? Wi l l  he be okay? 
Dr . Crawford looks at Danie l  be f ore answering . 
DR . CRAWFORD 
I ' m a f raid i t ' s  a l s o  s t i l l  early 
to say . For now , have you both had 
the mumps before ? 
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Mary and Daniel l ook at each other be fore l ooking back at Dr . 
C rawf ord and nodding . 
DR . CRAWFORD 
Good , then you can both s tay with 
him . Make sure he gets suf f i c i ent 
water and whatever he c an swa l l ow 
and keep down for food . I f  his 
fever worsens or devel ops a s evere 
headache , c ome and get me 
immediately . We ' l l have to set 
some ice around him to bring hi s 
temperature down qui ck . And i f  you 
see any swe l l ing in his . . .  nether 
regions , c ome for me . 
DANIEL 
Immediately? 
DR . CRAWFORD 
That won ' t  be necessary . 
Unfortunately , by the t ime the 
swell ing s tarts the damage wi l l  
likely be done , but he ' l l survive 
that bit . 
MARY 
What damage ? 
DR . CRAWFORD 
There ' s  a good chance he ' l l be 
s teri l e  not matter how qui ckly I 
c an get here . But , as I said,  
he ' l l survive . 
( CONT ' D ) 
Mary s tarts crying . Daniel s queezes her shoulder and comes around 
the bed as Dr . Crawf ord c o l l ec t s  his bag and stands . Daniel 
shakes hi s hand and guides him out o f  the room . 
DANIEL 
Let ' s  hope I won ' t  be c oming to 
fetch you . Thank you for c oming , 
doc . 
They exi t  and Mary c omposes herse l f  whi l e  she l i s tens to Daniel 
escort Dr . Crawford to the door . 
Daniel returns and Mary looks at him . 
MARY 
Oh God , Daniel . My baby , my poor 
baby . 
DANIEL 
He ' l l be f ine . I ' m sure . . .  he ' l l 
be f ine . Qui et now . 
Daniel pats Mary on the back awkwardly . 
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FADE TO BLACK : 
INT . THE SHI PMAN KITCHEN - NIGHT 
Daniel c omes into the kitchen . Hi s i s  exhaus ted and dirty . 
Mary c omes down the stairs , l ooking equal ly exhausted and 
unkempt . She s tops at the bottom o f  the stairs and s tares at 
Daniel . 
MARY 
Where have you been ? 
DANIEL 
Planting . Where e l s e  would I be ? 
I ' ve got three more acres o f  beans 
to plant on my own . 
MARY 
My s on has been fighting a fever 
for almost two weeks and a l l  you 
can think about is your s tupi d  
plant ing ? 
DANIEL 
I have to get the c rops in before 
i t  rains again . 
Mary turns her back on Daniel and begins viol ently putt ing 
together f ood for Henry . She turns back to the stairs ho lding 
s ome f ood and stops when she sees Daniel s tanding in her way . 
They s tare at each other for a l ong moment . 
CU o f  Mary ' s f ace as s omething within her breaks . 
MARY 
I j us t  can ' t  do thi s alone 
anymore . I need you here . Every 
day i t ' s  j us t  me and Henry f rom 
sunrise to sunset and o f  ten even 
more than that . And I l ive in fear 
every day that I ' m going to go up 
those stairs after c ooking or 
do ing laundry or going through all 
tho se mot i ons o f  l i f e  that I can ' t  
seem to s top do ing and find my 
baby boy dead . 
DANIEL 
That ' s  why Ma and Gl adys s topped 
by a couple times to make sure you 
c ould s i t  with Henry whi l e  they 
see to your chores . 
MARY 
My chores ? !  DAMMIT that ' s  not the 
point . I don ' t  want your mother or 
Gladys , I want you ! I need my 
husband here wi th me . I need you . 
DANIEL 
I c an ' t .  The c rops - -
MARY 
Shut up ! Jus t  shut your mouth . I 
don ' t  care about the c rops or the 
rain , I only care about Henry . Dr . 
Crawford has already told me i f  
the fever lasts much l onger my 
baby won ' t  j us t  be s teri l e , he ' l l 
be dead . Dani el , my baby i s  dying . 
Mary collapses on the floor . Daniel s tarts to go to her , 
hes i tates , and f inal ly j o ins her on the f l oor . 
DANIEL 
Mary . . .  Jesus . . .  I ' m- - I  j us t  can ' t  
do i t . I have to- - I  have to get 
those c rops in . How e l s e  c an we 
pay Dr . Crawford for hi s vi s i t s  or 
the medi c ines he ' s  given us ? I t ' s ­
- i t ' s  a l l  I ' m good for in thi s . 
MARY 
That ' s  not true . 
Daniel shakes his head . 
MARY 
You ' re a good man , and you - -
DANIEL 
I have to keep plant ing . 
MARY 
I - - I  understand . But . . .  for 
today . . .  for now , c an you j ust s tay 
with us ? Jus t  be here ? 
DANIEL 
Yeah . Yes . I can do that . 
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( CONT ' D ) 
Dani el helps Mary o f f  the f l oor and the two head for the s tairs 
l eaning on each other as they ascend the steps . 
FADE TO BLACK : 
INT . HENRY ' S  ROOM - A WEEK LATER 
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Mary i s  a s l eep in the chair next to Henry ' s bed . Daniel i s  
rest ing on the floor with hi s back against the s ide o f  the bed . 
CU o f  Henry as he shi f t s  and wakes up . 
Daniel gets up and kneels at Henry ' s  s ide . 
HENRY 
Mama ? 
DANIEL 
Shh ,  your ma ' s  s leeping . You need 
s omething ? 
HENRY 
My throat hurt s . 
Daniel gets up quietly and hands Henry a cup o f  water from the 
bedside tabl e . 
DANIEL 
You ' re looking a mi te better . How 
do you fee l ?  
HENRY 
I ache a l l  over . Especially . . .  
Henry mot i ons downwards . Daniel i s  unc omfortable . 
DANIEL 
Dr . Crawford said that might hurt 
for a whi l e . Don ' t  worry . You ' l l 
be f i t  as a f i ddle in no t ime . 
Henry tries to sit  up and Dani el move s to help him . 
DANIEL 
Not too fast . Here , your ma made 
you some soup . I t ' s  c ooled o f f  a 
bi t ,  but I figure you ' re pretty 
hungry . 
( CONT ' D ) 
CU o f  Mary as she wakes up and then pretends to s t i l l  be a s l eep . 
Daniel he lps Henry s ip the soup and wipes his face with a c l oth 
when he f ini shes . 
HENRY 
Did you get a l l  the crop in 
wi thout me ? 
DANI EL 
Heck , I got the last f ew acres in 
wi thout ME . Last Sunday I asked 
for some help- -don ' t  give me that 
l ook , yes me . 
CU o f  Mary smi l ing . 
DANIEL 
Anyways , I asked for help and a l l  
our friends f rom church pitched in 
and we got tho s e  last few acres in 
a c oupl e  of days . 
HENRY 
Are you- - are you mad at me because 
I didn ' t  help? 
DANIEL 
Shoot no ! You c ouldn ' t  help 
getting s i ck . I know you would ' ve 
helped me finish i f  you could ' ve .  
Now , get back to s leep . You don ' t 
have a fever anymore , but you ' ve 
got to get your s trength back . 
Daniel s trokes Henry ' s  head unt i l  Henry c l o s e s  his eyes . 
DANIEL 
Good night , s on . 
HENRY 
Good night . . .  pa . 
CU o f  Mary as she hides a grin and wipes away a tear . 
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( CONT ' D ) 
( CONT ' D ) 
FADE TO BLACK : 
EXT . THE YARD OF THE SHIPMAN HOME 
Bed sheets hang on a l ine and f l ap in the breez e .  
Mary l eans over a basket o f  wet l inens and pul l s  one from the 
pile . She shakes it out and over an empty space on the l ine . 
CU o f  Mary as running i s  heard . 
Henry runs through the c lean sheets and spatters mud on 
everything . As he pas s e s  Mary , she grabs hi s arms and shakes him . 
MARY 
HENRY MICHAEL MCNI SH , have you 
lost your mind , boyo ? 
CU o f  Henry . He i s  breathing hard and there are tear tracks on 
his cheeks . 
MARY 
What ' s  happened? 
HENRY 
( CONT ' D ) 
Pa told me to hold the post s o  he 
c ould drive i t  in but I got s cared 
because he was us ing such a big 
hammer . I thought he was gonna hit 
me by accident and I let go and 
the post moved and Daniel hit the 
post but it hi t wrong and the 
hammer bounced o f f  the s ide o f  the 
post and Daniel got hit in the l eg 
and he said a lot o f  tho se words 
I ' m not supposed to say . I mean , 
he real ly said a lot o f  them . 
MARY 
Okay , calm down . Are you hurt ? 
HENRY 
No . 
MARY 
Do I need to s end you for Dr . 
Crawford for Dani e l ?  
HENRY 
No . He told me he needed to s i t  a 
spe l l  and to leave him be unt i l  he 
could stand the s i ght o f  me again . 
MARY 
Come now , take thos e  things down 
you got all  muddy from running 
around l ike a chi cken with its  
head cut o f f . I ' l l get thi s last 
sheet up and we ' l l talk to Daniel 
together? 
HENRY 
Do I have to? 
MARY 
Henry , I ' m only go ing to tell you 
once . Now , get a move on , young 
man . E l s e  you ' l l be apologiz ing to 
Daniel on your own . 
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Henry begins running round and pul l ing blanket s  o f f  the l ine 
unt i l  he l ooks l ike a pile of blankets with l egs . 
CUT TO : 
EXT . A GRASS LANE BETWEEN FIELDS 
Mary and Henry walk between two hal f - grown cornf i elds . Mary hands 
Henry a large piece of pie tied up in waxed brown paper . 
MARY 
Maybe you should give him thi s . I t  
certainly can ' t  hurt . 
Henry accepts i t  and they walk in s i lence for a bi t .  
HENRY 
Ma ? 
MARY 
What , l ove ? 
HENRY 
Why did you marry Dani el ? 
MARY 
I thought you two were getting 
al ong better ? 
HENRY 
Yeah , I gues s  so . . .  though he 
s eemed awful mad at me today . 
MARY 
Wel l ,  darl ing , even though I l ove 
you more than anything , even I 
would be awful ly mad i f  you caused 
me to hit myse l f  with a giant 
hammer . 
HENRY 
I gue s s  so . 
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Mary thinks the c onversat ion i s  over . Henry gets hi s nerve up 
again . 
HENRY 
But why ' d  you have to marry him? 
Weren ' t  you happy wi th me in 
Bos ton? 
MARY 
I was happy enough . And I 
sometimes mi s s  the friends I made 
there - as I know you do too - but 
somet imes i t ' s  good to have a 
partner in l i f e . 
HENRY 
Wasn ' t  I your partner? 
MARY 
Some day I ' m sure you ' l l make s ome 
girl a grand partner , but I needed 
someone a bit older than yoursel f .  
( CONT ' D ) 
You ' l l unders tand when you grow up 
a bit . 
HENRY 
You always say that . 
MARY 
And I ' m always right . 
HENRY 
I s  Daniel a better partner than my 
father was ?  
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Mary stops for a moment but s tarts walking again be f ore Henry 
notices her paus e . 
MARY 
Yes . 
HENRY 
What was he l ike ? 
MARY 
What are you go ing to say to 
Danie l ?  
HENRY 
Why don ' t you ever tel l me 
anything about my father? Was he 
nice? How did he di e ?  Do I l ook 
l ike him? 
MARY 
You ' re his spitt ing image . 
HENRY 
What was he l ike? 
MARY 
I ' l l tell you when you ' re older . 
HENRY 
No you won ' t .  
MARY 
Yes I wi l l . 
HENRY 
When? 
MARY 
When you have a l i t t l e  s i s ter . 
HENRY 
What i f  I never have a l i ttle 
s i s ter? 
MARY 
Then when you get married . 
HENRY 
But wha t i f - - ?  
Mary sees Daniel s everal yards away and wave s . 
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Daniel doe sn ' t  see her and c ontinues holding a po s t  and kicking 
dirt into the hole he dug , trying to give i t  enough support to 
s tand on i t s  own . A s l edgehammer s i t s  on the ground next to him . 
MARY 
My darl ing , you seem to need s ome 
help there . 
Daniel doe sn ' t  l ook up and keeps working . 
DANIEL 
Yeah , thi s i s  a two -man j ob but 
Godfrey had to be in Sul l ivan . 
Daniel f inal ly l ooks up . Henry shi f t s  unc omfortably under 
Daniel ' s  s teady gaze . He looks at his feet as he drags his toe in 
the dirt . 
HENRY 
I ' m s orry . 
DANIEL 
Look a man in they eye when you 
give him an apology . 
HENRY 
I ' m . . .  I ' m s orry . 
DANIEL 
No harm done . We ' l l give i t  
another try i n  a bit . 
Daniel takes Henry ' s  peace o f f ering and breaks i t  in hal f . He 
debates dramatically over whi ch piece to give Henry be f ore 
handing one over . 
DANIEL 
Eat your pie . We ' re s t i l l  working 
on getting you f i t  again . Nothing 
like your ma ' s  baking to give a 
man s trength . 
MARY 
You ' re j us t  saying that because 
you want me to bake a pie for 
tomorrow as wel l . 
DANIEL 
What can I say? You ' ve gone and 
spo i l ed me with your f ine pies . 
( CONT ' D ) 
MARY 
And here I thought i t  was my f ine 
eyes that caught you . 
DANIEL 
Darlin ' ,  everything about you i s  
f ine . 
Daniel and Mary ki s s . 
HENRY 
Yuck . Do you have to do that? 
Someone might s ee you . 
DANIEL 
Only i f  they ' re real lucky . 
MARY 
You ' re incorrigibl e . 
DANIEL 
And don ' t  forget : adorabl e .  
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Mary swats Daniel on the shoulder and Henry tries to pretend they 
don ' t  exi s t  as he eats the re s t  o f  his pie . 
DANIEL 
Alrighty now , you get on back home 
and make sure to c ook s omething 
f i t  for two hard working men . 
Mary glares at Daniel and tries to hide a smi le . 
MARY 
I ' m making stew .  I f  that ' s  not to 
your liking you c an go e l s ewhere 
for your lunch . . .  and dinner . 
DANIEL 
Stew s ounds mighty good to me . 
How ' d I get s o  lucky to get me an 
Irish girl l ike you ? 
Mary walks away as she answers . 
MARY 
You mus t  have minded your manners 
and made sure to c lean up before 
go ing into the hous e to eat . 
DANIEL 
How ' d  she know we were gonna 
' f orget ' to c l ean up ? 
HENRY 
She ' s  plain spooky somet imes . She 
even knows when I don ' t wash 
behind my ears . Wi thout looking ! 
( CONT ' D )  
DANIEL 
Then I gues s  we ' l l have to do as 
she says s o  we c an have our s tew 
and the blackberry pie she ' s  gonna 
bake us . 
MARY ( 0 .  S . ) 
You ' l l get the apple pie I already 
baked and be happy with i t . 
CU o f  Daniel and Henry . 
DANIEL 
Dang , I thought I snuck that one 
past her . 
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CU o f  Mary grinning whi l e  Daniel and Henry get to work in the 
background . 
FADE TO BLACK : 
INT . THE SHIPMAN KITCHEN 
Mary s tands at the s tove and s t i rs the s tew and l ooks out the 
window . She can see Daniel and Henry laughing as they walk up to 
the wel l . 
Mary laughs as she watches Henry and Daniel splash each other 
with we l l  water . Very l i ttle c l eaning gets done at f i rst . 
When they f inal ly f inish and begin walking towards the house 
again Daniel puts an arm around Henry and pul l s  him in for a 
s ideways hug . 
CU o f  Mary taking in her fami ly .  
A Celtic lullaby , " Mary ' s Song , 1 1  swe l l s  a s  we f ocus in on the 
yard and then the laundry f l apping in the breeze . 
As the scene fades into the c redi t s , Mary ' s s ong plays 
MARY ' S  SONG 
A bird on the wing 
Caught up in a s torm ,  
Worried and battered 
Washed up in the morn . 
0 f ly away birdie 
Take heart and take wing 
Fly high above troubles 
Don ' t  forget how to s ing . 
A sailor did f ind her 
He cradled her near 
He nursed her to heal th 
Her song he ' d  ne ' er hear . 
O f ly away birdie 
Take heart and take wing 
Fly high above troubles 
Don ' t  forget how to s ing . 
So he let her go f ree 
Though i t  made his heart ache 
And as flew ' way 
Her song i t  did break . 
0 f ly away birdie 
Take heart and take wing 
Fly high above troubles 
Don ' t  forget how to s ing . 
o f ly away bi rdi e 
Take heart and take wing 
Fly high above troubles 
Don ' t  forget how to s ing . 
END 
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FADE TO BLACK : 
